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	1. Boundaries

**Hey guys! This is a new spin on things!**

_**Authors Note:**_

_**This story takes place on an island off the shores of America. The world has a steady growth rate of Rasetsu around the world and it's becoming a problem as doctors still can't figure out how to cure them. Kondou Isami therefore started the school, Kondou University to both harbor Rasetsu from around the world and to provide excelling academic programs to both humans and Rasetsu. It's also to help Rasetsu in controlling themselves and such. **_

_**The world is aware of the Rasetsu existence...though they aren't fond of them.**_

_**The language here is English, so suffixes like -san, -kun, sensei etc will not be used, and they'll be using first names. This is a college so ages range from 18-any age really, mainly mid 20s. **_

**Hope you guys will enjoy this story! I hope to finish this one as well!**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 1<p>

Boundaries

"Here it is, Kondou University," the driver said as the taxi staggered to a stop. Nenna took out her earbuds and stuffed them in her jacket. She nodded to the driver and got out. "Do you need help with your bags?" He asked, leaning out of the window as she went to the trunk.

"Nah, I got it. Thanks though," she threw him barely a smile before the trunk flung open. Grabbing her suitcase, she hefted it out of the car and slammed the trunk down. Handing the money to the driver, she watched as the old taxi crawled down the hill before disappearing into the forest.

She looked up at the large building that stood on the other side of a stone bridge. This was Kondou University. Nenna, or Jenna, Denton was fresh out of high school and she put off her search for colleges until the last minute. If you asked her and her parents how they found a college at the last minute they would say it was a miracle. What kind of school would allow year-round applications at an affordable cost? It was standing right in front of her. And it was also located off the shores of America in the Pacific.

It was known for it's excellent academic program, and our rather apathetic heroine had no idea what she wanted to master in. Oh well. Nenna was just glad it was out in the middle of nowhere—not that she wanted to get away from her parents...it was because of something else.

She walked down the empty bridge. Her flight was delayed, so technically the first day started yesterday. The journey was rather long, she had to fly down to California from Virginia, and _then_ take a boat that took a day to get to the island. Nenna was in an awfully tired—and grumpy mood.

Reaching a fountain, she pulled out her paper and squinted at the map under the fading light. The girls' dorm was…"Ah, _konnichiwa_!" She picked up her head to see a man walk up to her. What was that...Japanese?

The man had black hair and a wrinkled face, probably from smiling too much. He was dressed nicely in a suit with a cup of...something in his hand. "Came in late I see," he chuckled.

"Yeah," she tried not to yawn. He looked at the map in her hand. "Do you need some help?"

She nodded, blinking her tiredness away furiously, failing in the process...and looking like an idiot. "Where's the girls' dorm?"

"Ahh, that's on the other side of the campus...sometimes I wonder what the builders were thinking of when designing the place," he muttered. "Here, I'll show you."

Taking a better look at the building, it was a couple stories high with an archway underneath, allowing people to walk into a courtyard covered in grass, plants and benches. A couple students were in small groups, chatting amongst each other. "So, what's your name?" He asked.

"Jenna, but people call me Nenna."

"It's nice to meet you, I'm Kondou Isami!" He greeted.

"Oh! You must be the dean then…" she said slowly. Again, it was a long day.

"Right. Welcome to Kondou University then!" He smiled. This man had some fatherly aura about him, really, he seemed _that_ nice. "Was the trip here okay?"

Don't get her started on it. "It was long," she managed to say, trying her best to not sound grumpy. "I just want to find my bed and sleep."

He chuckled, nodding his head. "It must've been."

They arrived at the girls' dorm. It was quiet as they walked down a dimly lit hall. "I believe you have another roommate. I wish I could've given you a tour of the campus...but it's getting late," he apologized. He knocked on the door and a girl's head popped out.

Light brown eyes greeted Nenna's. The girl sported braids in her grayish brown hair, and it looked like she was about to sleep, considering her sleepy expression. "Yes?"

"Forgive me," Kondou gestured to Nenna, "but this is your roommate. She came in late." Nenna nodded at the girl, giving her a little smile.

"Oh!" She said, with a bit more life to her voice. "Yeah, come on in. I'm Sen, what's your name?" The door swung open as Nenna walked inside. Kondou took his leave, closing the door behind him.

"It's Nenna." She replied, glancing at the bare side of the room. Sen's side had small posters and pictures of her and others tacked on a corkboard, but it was still pretty bare. She moved to her side and started to unpack her things, as in lazily tossing things in drawers. After setting up her bed, she flopped onto the mattress with a loud _floof! _Her dirty blonde hair splayed across the pillow with her face buried in it.

"Tired huh?" Sen giggled as she sat at her desk, cramming papers into a binder.

Nenna let out a muffled response. As much as she wanted to get to know about her roommate, she was completely exhausted. Too lazy to change or anything. Hopefully Sen wouldn't think of her as rude or anything. Burying herself in the mountain of blankets, she pulled the hood over her head and closed her eyes.

* * *

><p>Opening her eyes, she groggily sat up. She hadn't moved much since she crashed, though her hair was in all sorts of tangles and knots. Nenna felt around her pillow, trying to find her phone as the hood lazily fell off her head. Finding said phone, she looked at the time and groaned loudly, slumping her shoulders.<p>

It was ten o'clock. _Ten_. She slept through her first class! That explained the fact why Sen wasn't in the room. Digging out her schedule from her pocket, she read the rest of it. She had thirty minutes before the next one...astronomy.

Nenna changed at a turtle's pace, putting on some skinny jeans and a sweater that screamed, 'I'm not even trying'. After brushing the life out of her hair, she picked up her bag and crinkled schedule and grabbed the key on her nightstand that had: DORM KEY 226 on it, and shoved it in her pocket. Sen probably left it. It was a hunch.

Skipping breakfast altogether, Nenna scrambled, rather clumsily, to find her class. Maps didn't do her any favors, as her eyes were still trying to get out sleepy mode.

Getting to class went by in a blur. After asking countless people, she was turned to a general area of where the class would be. Finding the right class was an answered prayer as she flopped down into a seat just before the professor walked in...followed by a guy who ran past him at ultrasonic speeds. Panting, he went up the steps and basically mimicked Nenna's oh-so graceful flop into a seat. The one right next to her.

Astronomy went by in a blur, with Nenna nearly falling asleep every few minutes. She wrote a few words out of the entire lecture, and was probably gonna kick herself when a test would come up...and she would have nothing to go by.

But then the sound of her stomach roaring to life snapped her out of her daze completely...followed by a held back chuckle next to her. Her heart beat faster out of embarrassment and she looked at the guy. "Only you heard that, right?" She whispered.

He nodded, covering his mouth. "Not sure…!" Her eyes finally greeted his blue-green ones. Sporting messy brown hair, he was dressed in a hoodie and jeans. Nothing really crazy, but she would admit his smile was dorky.

"I skipped breakfast," she muttered, putting an arm over her stomach to muffle any more sounds...and there were plenty more.

"Obviously. You want a muffin or something? I stockpiled food last night," he said, nudging his bag, which was sitting in the empty chair.

She could only nod as she watched him pull out a banana nut muffin. "Thanks," she whispered and started digging out pieces of it and shoveling it in her mouth. Covering her mouth, she said, "I'm Nenna."

"Heisuke." He grinned.

Eventually class was dismissed, with Nenna begging silently to get a water bottle. She wolfed down the muffin within a few minutes. "I don't suppose you know where to get a bottle of water."

"Did you sleep through the entire tour?" He joked.

"I just got here last night. My flight was delayed," she replied matter-of-factly. She swallowed, feeling the muffin that had caked her throat. "And then I slept through my first class." She sighed.

He gave her an apologetic grin. "Sorry, I didn't know. Anyways, there's a store nearby that's always open. C'mon, I'll show you." He nodded his head in the direction and Nenna followed. "So where did you come from?"  
>"Virginia. You?"<p>

"Japan."

"Japan?" She widened her eyes. "Like...Tokyo or something?" It wasn't like she met people who came from halfway across the world every day!

"Kyoto." When he received a blank stare, he added, "It's west of Tokyo. Personally I don't like the bustling cities and the crowds...are huge." Nenna noted his height...she was a few inches shorter than him, and she stood at 5 feet. She held up her hand against his head in gesture to his height and he shook his head and exasperated. "I'm not _that_ short!" It was as if he read her mind.

"You're short," she replied smugly.

"You're short_er_!"

"Pretty short for a guy though."

He groaned and threw his head back. "Why do I even try?!"

Reaching the shop that smelled like coffee and cleaned floors, she got three bottles of water. Yes, three. Cramming two of them in her bag, she took a huge swig from one, sucking out half of its life in a few gulps. She could still feel the cakey muffin in the back of her throat, but she wanted to save it.

"So what do you have next?" Heisuke asked, adjusting his backpack strap.

"Uhh, calc." You could say she went crazy and got a lot of math credits in high school, and all she needed now was one more in college. She wasn't looking forward to doing math without her parents nagging her and breathing down her neck to get it done. Whoops.

"Ah, seriously? I sucked at math in high school… I have English next. Maybe you'll meet some of my other friends."

"What, did you and your friends plan to go to the same college?" She arched a brow. It was rare to hear that, since her friends ranged from community college to fancy universities. He shrugged.

"Yeah, that." His eyes seemed distant before flickering back to normal. The two walked out of the semi-crowded shop. "Well," he grinned, "I'll see you later I guess!"

"Yep," she admitted to herself that she wouldn't mind seeing him again, since he was the only person she came into contact with―and held a conversation that lasted more than three syllables.

* * *

><p>She found her next class easier than the previous one. And this was her last class for the day...which meant probably more sleeping. She got her first assignment from astronomy, but a nap was on the top of her priority list.<p>

As usual, class went by slowly. Her hand had a mind of its own and scrawled down the notes, being legible for once. Her brain was slowly starting to work, getting stuck a couple times, but she managed. She missed her friends elbowing her because she was in their writing space, or whenever they would ask her for the answers, which she wouldn't give. Math was the only class she overachieved in, and everything else was just at a regular pace, which was ironic because she was horrible at math in middle school. At least she wouldn't have to worry about taking more math for the next few years here.

Class ended as quickly as it came, and her hunger was on a steady slope to being active again. Gathering her things―she managed to go through a second water bottle―she stood. A tap on the shoulder made her turn around. A guy on the row above her had his book spine resting on his shoulder. He wore a button up shirt, untucked. His auburn hair didn't mimic her clothes, as it was messy. A pair of honey gold eyes sat behind this one strand of hair that hung his face, irritating the snot out of the blonde.

"Yes?" She asked.

"Did you get the last part of the lecture? I kinda zoned off." He gave her a grin. Now on the same platform as she was, she looked up at him. Including Heisuke, everyone towered over her. This guy was no exception.

"Yeah," she snapped out of her reverie and started to head for the door at the top of the auditorium-like seating. The tall man obviously didn't see that coming and rushed up to her, stepping in her way.

"So...you won't?"

She shook her head. "Afraid not."

"C'mon," he sighed, still grinning. "It's not like a super handsome guy, such as myself, comes up and talks to you." He studied her unamused expression and quickly added, "Joking, just joking. You remind me of my friend, Saito."

"I need to get going," Nenna replied. Lie number one.

"_Please?_"

Just when things couldn't get any worse...her stomach gurgled. The tall man arched a brow and a smile curled his lips. That muffin wasn't enough. She fumed and looked up at the ceiling, shifting her weight on one leg, concocting an idea. The store Heisuke showed her only had candy and junk food; she wanted a _meal_. "If you don't have any other classes today, you could show me where I can get actual _food_."

"Ahh, that's no problem! There's a lot of shops in the town. I'm Sanosuke, by the way."

"Nenna...what's with all the Japanese?" She muttered, only to realize that that was supposed to be in a thought bubble. Sano nodded at her as they finally made it out of class.

"It's an international school, so people from all over the world come here."

The blonde thought for a moment, "I don't suppose you know some kid named 'Heisuke'." Wouldn't it be a coincidence that he would know him―

"You met the shrimp? Yeah I know him, for a while actually." He held up his hand next to Nenna to compare heights with said kid.

Nenna rolled her eyes and slapped his hand away gently. "I've already been through this conversation. So there's no restaurants on campus?" The trek down the hill and into the distant town didn't sound so thrilling.

"I take it you're a freshman, huh?"

"Yes. What are you? Junior...senior?"

"Senior. You scared yet?" He chuckled. Nenna still wasn't in a joking mode. If you would retry in the next 3-5 business days, then maybe she would lighten up. Sano was nice, in her point of view. He seemed really cheerful and easygoing. Maybe his attitude can make hers a little better for the rest of the day.

As of now, the girl had exceeded her goals for the entire week: make at least _one_ friend. She had the potential of getting two.

"Hey, Nenna!" Her attention was torn away when she heard a familiar voice to her left. Turning to look, she saw Heisuke wave at her with two other guys in his wake. In no time, a little group was formed on the pathway. "Ahh, you already met Sano then huh?"

"Don't keep us from the girl, Heisuke," one man mused. The two others were taller than Heisuke, one sporting purple hair and deep blue, impassive eyes, with an apathetic expression to compliment the rest of his aura. The oceans in his eyes flickered as she and him caught each other staring before dimming down to a placid sea.

"Yeah, yeah, sorry." Heisuke said with no meaning in those words, brushing his friend off with a dismissive wave of his hand. Gesturing to Nenna and then to the others, he said, "This is Nenna, and these two are Hajime and Souji."

The one named Souji nearly met Sano in height, again another towering figure to add to her collection. She scrutinized those emerald hues that glinted, holding a similar smirk he had plastered on his face. Both of these men, including Heisuke, emitted something...off. Something very small tipped what she deemed normal, but she couldn't put her finger on it.

"_Hajimemashite_." The reddish-brown head responded, throwing her a wink. Saito, however, said nothing. Getting a confused look from Nenna, he added, "Nice to meet you."

"Oh," the girl nodded. She wanted to say―no, scratch that. She didn't want to say anything until she had a plate of food in front of her. Nonchalantly putting an arm over her stomach, she felt it growl under her shirt and whimpered mentally.

* * *

><p>She pushed back the empty plate of food on the table and stretch. The food coma was setting in. She and the others decided to go to a restaurant in town, catching a shuttle because the walk would be too long. "Oh! Here, a deal's a deal." She rifled through her back and took out the notes from class, handing them to Sano.<p>

"Thank you," he winked, getting a gagging expression from Heisuke.

"Don't you even think about flirting with her, _old man_."

"I'm not _that_ old, kid," he retorted and flipped to the last section of her notes. He scrutinized the neat handwriting and arched a brow, flipping the paper over to see if there was anything on the back. "Hey, where's the rest of the notes?"

"Oh, that was it. He was just talking about something about his life." Nenna pulled on an ever-so sly grin. The table went still and Souji and Heisuke broke the silence with laughter. Sano put the papers down and stared. Resting an elbow on the booth, he turned to Nenna, who just smiled innocently at him. "You tricked me."

"I didn't _lie_. You said the 'last part of the notes' and those are it!" She explained, pointing at the last few lines on the page. Her smile softened, "But thanks for the food."

"Ahh I like her already!" Souji cheered. "She's as devious as me."

Sano squeezed the bridge of his nose. "I wouldn't go to _that_ extent."

The food did help her a bit in waking up, but it still felt like she had weights in her body. Her gazed shifted over to Hajime, who still didn't say anything. It looked like he wasn't even capable of smiling. As their gazes locked, he was the first to look away. She still couldn't figure him out.

As they headed out of the restaurant, Souji inquired, "So, are you thinking of any clubs to join?"

That never came across her mind at all, just the part where she needed to get accepted into _some _college and emerge with _some_ degree. "Never thought about it."

"Well, just a tip, you should check out the kendo club! We're all in it."

"What's that?"

The four looked at her for a moment, probably remembering that she was from America, and had no idea what kendo was. "It's basically where you spar one another with bamboo swords. It's fun." He grinned. The idea of smacking each other with bamboo swords sounded fun―to watch. Nenna wasn't even good at using foam swords with her friends in a store...before they got kicked out. Let's just say she would make a fool out of herself.

"No thanks, maybe to watch―but not join." She replied.

"Well you should just drop by one day!" Heisuke insisted.

When they got back to campus, they showed her where the club was held, and mentioned that all the clubs will be open to new members soon, so she could join one if she wanted to. Her eyes flickered over to the horizon with the sparkling ocean that stretched over yonder for miles. She completely forgot that she was on an _island_.

"Hey, you there." A voice came from behind her. She turned and immediately, her heart staggered. A man with blonde hair and _blood red _eyes approached her. That looked strange to her already, but there was something about him too! Dangerous―powerful. Not to mention his voice was incredibly low. Standing over her, he had this kind of presence that would feel like it could feel a room. With one hand in his pocket and another hand holding a bag.

"You're new here," the man said. Nenna didn't say anything, since she was still trying to find the deepest corner of her brain to get away from this guy. He looked her over, "I would say be careful...but it seems that people should be wary around _you_."

"Weirdo," she exclaimed. "Wh―why would you say that to someone?!" She huffed and gripped her backpack strap and briskly walked around him.

"Hmm…" the stranger watched as the girl walked away. The hues in his eyes glinted with curiosity.

"You didn't have to scare her off," a female voice came from the side of him.

"Don't play dumb, you could sense something from her from the start, didn't you?"

Sen walked up to him, her arms folded as she gave him a glare. "Yeah, I did, but you still didn't have to confront her so quickly!" Sighing, she watched as Nenna walked off to the girls' dorm. "Honestly, Chikage, you have no idea how to talk to girls in _general_."

The blonde closed his eyes, as if trying to concentrate on something. "You talk too much, you know?" Opening his eyes, he commented, "But there _is_ something off about her."

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks for reading! This was brewing in my mind and I just wanted to finally put it down on paper! What do you think? :D Let me know in your reviews! And a question: who would you want to see paired with Nenna? I think I have an idea now that I typed the chapter, but your thoughts are more than welcome!<strong>

_**Apologies for the ridiculously long chapter.**_

**-Jen**


	2. Monster

** Thanks for your reviews! I'm more than happy that you guys liked the first chapter and the concept itself! Since I haven't planned out this story as far, it's safe to say that my updates won't be often like the last few chapters of Dance of Swords. Example of my 2 week absence :'D (sorry about that)**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 2<p>

Monster

The next day, Nenna didn't have classes. Instead of cramming all her classes in one day, she spread them out. Now a quarter more awake than yesterday, she managed to do a decent job of personalizing her side of the dorm. There was a desk next to her bed where she put her laptop and notebooks. She rearranged her drawers to make it look a bit more decent than yesterday, and she hastily put on a collage of her and her friends over the years of high school on the wall.

Sen was sitting at her desk with a pencil end in her mouth as she continued to type furiously on her laptop. Nenna sat crosslegged on her bed as she rifled through the small boxes at the bottom of her luggage, probably filled with some trinkets from home. Looking up, she inquired, "Why didn't you wake me up yesterday?" It wasn't at all accusational, just out of curiosity.

Her dorm mate pivoted in her rolly chair, and gave her an apologetic grin. "Sorry―I tried to! Honest! But you were knocked out! You refused to budge―kinda like a rock."

Nenna nodded at her understandingly. Her mom had the same problem with her back home. Some days she would be completely out of it...others she would wake up hours before her plethora of alarm clocks would go off. Sen scooted her chair towards Nenna and rested her arms on the back of the chair.

"So," she started, "how was your first day?"

"It went...surprisingly well. I couldn't believe it, I met so many people." Nenna's hazel eyes flickered to the box sitting in her lap. Inside the small parcel was a handmade locket that one of her friends made. She smiled at the memory before returning to Sen. "They're nice...pretty dorky too." Dorkier than her old friends.

A smile curled the brunette's lips. "That's good! Glad it went well." She glanced out the window and then back at Nenna. "You seem livelier today," she said thoughtfully.

Nenna shrugged. "I have my days." She was still tired; she could still feel the weights inside her, but the intensity was lessened by a quarter. Closing the box, she reached over to her nightstand to set it down. "I'm going to take a wild guess; you're from Japan, aren't you?"

"Yeah," she giggled. "How did you know? Did my name give it away?"

"That and I just assumed. All of the people I met yesterday were coincidentally from Japan."

"It's so weird, I know!" She nodded in agreement.

In speaking of weird...her thoughts went back to yesterday after the guys showed her where the kendo club was. That guy! Her lips fell into a frown as she reminisced the meeting.

Sen arched a brow, studying her facial expression. "What's wrong?" Nenna blinked and looked at her new friend, shaking away her frown. It wasn't _that_ big of a deal, since she had a bunch of creeps back at her old school, and then one who wouldn't leave her alone.

"It's nothing." It wasn't enough to put this guy on the people-she-hated list. She only met the guy once. Nenna tilted her head back and let gravity pull her down, flopping onto the covers. Stretching out her arms, she stared at the ceiling, letting out a thoughtful sigh as if she were thinking of something brilliant. Which, in turn, was nothing important.

"Hey, you wanna go to town and...do something?" Sen asked. Nenna's eyes flickered to her, a sudden spark of interest lighting her hues. "Sure; got nothing else to do."

"Great! Have you been there yet?" Rolling back to her laptop, she shut it off and stood.

"Yeah, went there yesterday." Nenna slowly rose and raked her fingers through her hair. "We went to a restaurant."

"_We_?"

"―the people I met yesterday. He wanted my notes and I was hungry―"

"_He_? You didn't tell me _that_." She grinned at her. "Was he cute?"

_Now _Nenna started to feel comfortable. It seemed like she was talking with one of her other friends from back home. Nenna shrugged, "I wasn't focusing on looks really," she trailed off to recollect her memories. Scanning them briefly, she broke her attention and affirmed, "Yeah, I didn't have much time to look."

"Mhm," she giggled and snatched her purse off the corner of her desk. Nenna did her utmost best to not roll her eyes. After readjusting her overall appearance, she grabbed her bag and the two headed out.

* * *

><p>"So you're from the other side of the country!" Sen nodded in fascination. The two found a small cafe, in which they claimed a table and sat there for what it seemed like eons. The ice broke long ago during the shuttle ride to the town, and now they were trying to figure each other out like some puzzle. "You miss your parents? Or are you one of those people who don't care?"<p>

Tracing the edge of her glass, Nenna looked up, "I'm not homesick. Not in the least―It's not like I hate them or anything," she said quickly, "ahh, it's hard to explain." Nenna scrutinized the fact that she didn't feel homesick at all look like she wanted to get out of her parents' hair. She didn't want to get away from them at all―but she didn't have much of a choice. Giving up on trying to defend her statement, she took a sudden interest of the napkin holder on the table.

Sen tilted her head, trying to understand her vague response. After some thought, the girl let it go. "Alright, alright."

"What about you?" Nenna's conversation skills, at their finest.

"I guess I'm the same. I'm not homesick, or anything. I do this a lot―travel without my parents." Her light brown eyes glinted for a moment, as if it were hiding away something. She couldn't shake this feeling that there was something that was being kept from her, but she wasn't sure what.

Nenna nodded and glanced out the window. _I might as well ask now…_ "Hey, do you know this person?"

"Hmm?"

She brought her eyes back and added, "I met him yesterday. Blonde hair," she held up a few strands in comparison, "and...red eyes. Does he wear contacts or something? It's creepy."

Sen pursed her lips, indicating that she _did_ know someone who fit that description. "Really. Yeah―I know him, for a while actually. We surprisingly went to the same college in the end." It sounded forced. "Chikage Kazama."

She let the name sit in her mind for a while. "Do all of you guys know each other?" She chuckled halfheartedly. "Anyways, yeah, he talked to me a bit yesterday. God, he was being such a weirdo," she scoffed and folded her arms, leaning back in her chair.

"What did he say to you? He can be such a jerk."

"He didn't say anything mean," she affirmed, "he was just saying things...things that didn't make sense. Like I should be careful, or something like that."

Sen leaned forward and propped her head up with her hands. "Now that you mention it, that's pretty weird, even for him. Usually he's all haughty and stuck up," she rolled her eyes, "I honestly don't know what's up with him."

They sat there in silence, and the dead noise was gnawing at Nenna, causing her to shift in her seat. Her laggy mind strolled through her thoughts, thinking of something else to say.

"So, what did you do in high school?" Sen's voice snapped her out of her trance.

A half smile curled Nenna's lips. Taking a sip from her drink, the blonde responded, "Nothing really. I was on the swim team, but that's pretty much it." The familiar scent of chlorine came back to visit. The sound of crashing waves rung in her ears as the swimmer raced down their lanes. Out of those four years, swimming was the most enjoyable.

"Oh! Why didn't you say so? We have a pool on campus! It's really nice." Her friend grinned. However, it turned into a frown as Nenna shook her head.

"Nah...I haven't swam in a while," she shrugged, "I'm not into swimming now." Her eyes lowered, and stared at the beads of water trickling down the glass.

"Hmm, that's too bad. It's a small campus, so not a lot of people use it." A pause. "Or maybe we can visit your friends in the kendo club?" She smiled followed by a giggle. Nenna arched a brow, wondering if this was some way to make her nervous-as it was a method her friends used if they thought Nenna liked someone...it was a waste of their time.

"Sure I guess," was her reply.

Sen sighed and scowled at her. "You're no fun." She got up and tilted her head, "C'mon! We're wasting daylight."

The two headed out and hopped on a shuttle. The ride went by quickly as Sen continued to ask her questions, where when Nenna tried to ask her something, she would try to put her back in the light.

The girls arrived at the kendo club a little bit in the evening. Inside, guys wearing funny clothes were whacking each other with bamboo swords. Nenna knew it was more than that, but it's what it looked like in her eyes. The helmets looked pretty funny too, but then again, they weren't using foam swords.

Nenna didn't even try to decipher who was who and just continued to watch the pairs spar. Within a few minutes, practice was over and guys and girls walked off, talking to their friends as they got their stuff together.

A cheery voice greeted the two. Nenna half smiled at the familiar face as Heisuke walked up to them. His hair was damp from the sweat, probably steaming in kendo garb. Resting the bamboo sword on his shoulder, another hand holding his head gear, he said, "I don't suppose you're joining?"

"Nah," she shook her head. "She was the one who wanted to go," she nodded at Sen. Sen rolled her eyes, grinning, "You make it sound like a bad thing!"

One by one, the pack grew. To Nenna's surprise, not really, Sen knew the guys at a very young age, but she moved by the time she was in middle school. Nenna concluded that everyone knew everyone, and she was the only one standing outside the bubble. Tuning out of the group's conversation, her eyes glazed over the room as more members left at a snail's pace...and then she found the same pair of red eyes. She tensed up at the sight of Chikage, and tried her best not to scowl at him.

He simply looked at her with a second-long interest before going about his business, collecting his things and heading out of the room, accompanied with two other men, who looked like they wouldn't be students. One was hulking with muscles and the other had an intricate tattoo crawling up his arm. Both of them as well shared apathetic glances at her before staring onward, and leaving the scene.

_Weird. _

"So you like swimming?" Sano's voice took her back to reality. Nenna blinked and pulled off a tight smile. She told Sen she wasn't interested in swimming again, why couldn't she just leave it at that?

Her frown was neutralized by Sano's smile. "Yeah, I _did_. But not anymore." She didn't want them to try to convince her to do it again… she couldn't. She didn't trust herself when it came to swimming.

"Ah, just wait until you see the pool though! How about I show you?" Okita asked, only to be given looks from Sano and Heisuke reading: You're flirting _now_? By now, Nenna expected Saito to say nothing, and her theory was about to be proven right until, "If we want to show her now, we need to hurry up. The pool closes soon." His voice was low with a little hint of interest in everything that was going on around him.

With Saito's approval, it seemed that the group couldn't be knocked off their pillar, while Nenna tried to bring them back down. The guys asked the two to wait a while as they got their things together and changed out of their uniforms. Nenna stood with an uncomfortable expression. Shifting her weight endlessly to one foot and back, Sen couldn't help but notice her obvious discomfort. "Something wrong?"

"Nothing." Her eyes couldn't meet Sen's at the moment. _Stop being such a wuss! _

When they came back, Nenna's trip to the pool arrived. The pool was located in the same building she was in, only it was further down to the back. Nenna masked her uneasiness while cruising on the conversations, but she couldn't stop her heart from dropping to her stomach as the scent of chlorine hit her senses.

"Just wait, Nenna, the place is amazing!" Heisuke grinned as he swung the black door wide open.

Humidity and chlorine enveloped her, as if greeting an old friend, but she regarded in the recesses of her mind as a double edged blade. They all stepped inside, and the guys started to go on about how new it was. Sen was enjoying herself, making Nenna jealous of her new friend.

Unlike her old school, it was well lit. From the deck tiles to the pool itself, it was as they said: fancy. It was like the pool was untouched since it was built. It was a well lit room with bay windows sitting where the diving tank was, which had three diving boards. Six lanes and bleachers aligned the wall, adjacent to the doors.

"So, what do you think?" Okita nudged Nenna out of her train of thought. "Pretty cool huh?" It occurred to her that her party was already circling around the perimeter, and she just stopped the moment she stepped inside.

A shiver ran up her spine, despite the interior being so warm and humid. "Yeah. Cool. Like I said," she said too quickly, "not interested in swimming." Scrunching her toes, she picked at a nail occasionally so it wouldn't look like she was dying to leave the place.

First there was a pause. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. If I weren't, I wouldn't be here right now." She replied coolly. After a few minutes of antagonizing silence, the rest came around. Sen smiled at Nenna, and before she could ask that question, Nenna answered: "Yeah, it's nice." Her hues flickered to the placid water, and glared at it. "I'm gonna head back now." Without giving much thought, she spun on her heels and dismissed herself from the rest of the group and briskly exited the pool area. The cooler air nipped through her clothes and the hairs on the back of her neck stood. Reaching the halfway mark of getting out of here, she heard the pool doors creak open and a pair of footsteps going after her. She debated to walk faster, but making someone chase her down seemed childish.

Keeping at her normal pace, she arrived at the doors, but was stopped by Sen's voice. "Hey, what's up?"

Now was _not_ the time, she thought. "I'm just tired, that's all." She bit her tongue when she looked at the unconvinced expression.

"You _sure_? You looked like you really wanted to get out of there." Her friend's prodding was tempting her to just say it, but she took a hold of it and refused to let go. Nenna sighed and pushed open the door, letting the warm air send away the goosebumps. By now, the sun was nearly gone, and was being chased away by a dark sky.

It didn't take much for Nenna to realize that Sen was still following her. "You don't need to worry; I'm fine."

"It's okay if you don't want to tell me, but don't keep it to yourself you know." Sen sighed, admitting defeat. Nenna nodded, hoping that she didn't offend the girl with her sudden mood swing.

The two headed through the courtyard, slipping between two buildings as a shortcut. Seeing that the sun had already set, Nenna just wanted to be inside the dorm. Still, something in the pit of her stomach sat uncomfortably. She couldn't shake off this looming cloud, and she didn't know the cause of it.

"Look," Nenna stepped in front of Sen, facing her, "I want to tell you, really―but I can't. It's nothing," she paused, "_bad_, but...not right now." Sen nodded, smiling slightly. She slipped her hands in her pockets, "Don't worry. I know how you feel."

_Trust me, you don't_. Nenna smiled, but she couldn't get rid of the bitterness. As she spun around, she collided into another person, who, again, was much taller than her. "Sorry," she quickly added as she stepped back to pass him.

The same uneasiness reached from the pit of her stomach and gripped her heart. The man had his head hanging low, his shoulders slumped, and his body leaning forward ever-so slightly. A painfully dead silence overcame the three as the one lifted his head, and his snow-white hair fell away from his face.

Nenna instantly felt tiny as his blood red eyes burned bullet holes in hers. "Nenna...run…" Sen murmured. Her legs wouldn't respond, it was the fact that she wasn't even thinking about running. Instead, terrified curiosity overcame her.

"Blood…" the ominous man said.

"W-what did he say?" Nenna choked as she glanced at Sen. "Is he a―

"Give me _blood_!" He sneered and he lunged for the two. The two gasped and jumped back as his attempt. He took a step forward, his breath was ragged as if he hadn't had anything to drink for ages. That's what made her nervous.

"What do we do?!" She yelled over at Sen. Why is a Rasetsu doing all the way out here?! Yes, those things. A mistake created in the name of science. Scientists pursued the idea of trying to live longer and become stronger: a superhuman. The experiments started with great results, but the professionals looked over the side effects; the insanity, lust for blood, and eventually resulting into a pile of ash.

They've been around for a while, but they started to become a problem as the populations grew. Some states back home started to set up boundaries, including a couple countries around the world. Nenna was fortunate to live a rather normal life without the interference of the Rasetsu, but she had heard about accidents caused by them over the news.

"We need to get it away from the dorms, away from people―get his attention!"

"Why _me_?!" Her rebuttals were cut short as the demon lurched towards her. Nenna took a couple more steps back, "Okay―where to?"

"Follow me!" With that, the girl took off. Nenna huffed and scrambled to make her feet respond to her commands. Dreading the sound of those footsteps that rushed behind her, she powered on and tried her best to keep up with Sen.

As her surroundings started to change, she could see the fountain of the courtyard come into view. The lights inside the fountain just turned on, and the light posts flickered on one-by-one.

"Hey!" Sen immediately stopped and spun around, causing Nenna to veer over to her left and jump behind the girl. "Stop right there, or you'll get what's coming!" She ordered.

_What the hell is she thinking? _

"Heh?" He tilted his head, giving a toothy smile with dilating eyes. Letting out a crazed chuckle, he broke into a sprint with one hand reached out for Sen. Hazel eyes widened and didn't think a moment sooner. Grabbing her friend's arm, she harshly yanked it back, causing the demon to miss by a couple inches. Stumbling, she cursed, "Are you nuts?! Do you want your head ripped off? These guys are powerful!"

"I know," she replied calmly, taking her arm back. "But I'm stronger."

"What?" she joked, "Do you have a gun or something then?" The girl contemplated on asking more, but the was something more important, more dangerous, standing ahead.

Sen refused to look at her. She stood defensively in front of Nenna as if she had done this before. "He's...a student here."

The hulking figure with beady red eyes and white hair was a _student_? She gaped at him as he continued to stand there, as if waiting for something to happen. Did Sen encounter this guy before? Was Kondou even aware that he admitted a Rasetsu in his school?! Nenna started to panic after realizing that they couldn't hurt him to save their necks―_if_ they could hurt him that is.

"Watch it!" She yelled as he suddenly lunged for them again. Nenna braced for impact, but instead just stared at the sight before her.

Sen, a girl roughly around her height, which wasn't that tall, was holding back the demon. With both hands on his shoulders, he snarled at her, cackling as the bloodlust continued sending him in spirals of insanity. "Give me blood! I _need_ it!"

Backing away, Nenna cried out, "Sen! A-are you okay?!"

"I'm fine," she replied, albeit it was somewhat forced. "Stay... back!" She exclaimed, sending her foot to the guy's chest. The blow sent him back a few feet away, making his shoes skid across the cement. With confused eyes, the guy ran a hand over his chest as if it inflicted some damage, but he straightened himself out within seconds.

"Are...are you―"

"One of _them_? No," she glanced over her shoulder, meeting Nenna's eyes with a surprising color of gold. "I'm the real deal," she winked and gave her the thumbs up. Nenna watched in fascination as the ends of her brown hair slowly grew white. The color crawled up her hair like rain drops running down a window, only backwards. Nenna heard of these people before...only a handful of the entire population were _pureblood_ demons. Just like the Rasetsu, they were blessed with inhuman strength and agility, and there were no catches. These purebloods were socially acceptable to say the least.

Shaking herself out of her trance, Nenna asked, "What are we supposed to do with him? Keep him busy _all _night?"

Their conversation was cut short as the demon ran around Sen and charged at Nenna, realizing that he was no match for the pureblood.

"Nenna!" Sen screamed as she whipped around, catching the sight of the demon clawing at her.

The girl didn't see it coming, nor realizing that his dull, human nails managed to cut her skin across her collarbone. She yelped as she felt her own skin splitting and scrambled backward. Her sudden movements didn't correlate with her sluggish mind, as she fell backwards a few feet from the fountain. Just as the Rasetsu had his sights on the trickling red, he was thrown back as Sen snatched the collar of his shirt and yanked him back.

"Are you alright?! Oh, god! I'm _so_ sorry―I should've paid attention!" She panicked.

"No, no, you're fine, both of us... didn't...see it coming…" the brute force knocked the wind out of her, causing her a series of coughs as she sat up. Her fingers ghosted over the small streamers of blood as the demon got back on his feet again. Getting back up with Sen's help, Nenna pressed the top of her shirt to blot out the blood.

His nose flared as the scent of blood wafted into his personal space. Without much thought, he lunged for the source, but was knocked down by Sen. "Leave her alone!" With a hand on his chest, she kept him nailed to the ground as he cursed at her, swiping his arms at her, but failing to smack her away.

Nenna' eyes flickered to the stirring water behind her. The soft splashing lulled her into a calm state despite the circumstance. Reaching over, her fingers interrupted the streamers of water that cascaded down the multiple tiers. She sighed and brushed the water softly across the scratches going along her skin.

"There he his…!" a voice shouted from behind. Nenna jumped at the sound, immediately relieved as she saw Sano point at the Rasetsu. Okita and Saito charged after the demon, grabbing him by both arms. He growled and screamed his displeasure as he was hefted to his feet, being held back by both guys.

The white on Sen's hair receded and was replaced with her brown hair as she spoke, "Geez you guys, what took you?" she grinned as if nothing happened.

"Sorry," Okita replied as he slapped some silver cuffs on the Rasetsu. Almost immediately his rage simmered. "He busted out of Dr. Sannan's place and we had to go chase him down."

"Maybe if you screamed a bit louder, we would've gotten to…" Heisuke's eyes flickered to Nenna, and immediately exclaimed, "Oh! Nenna! God, are...are you okay?" He paused and sniffed, "Is that blood?"

An eerie silence overcame everyone. Saito stiffened a bit, while Okita swore under his breath. Sano, who looked more composed of the four, emitted a bit of uneasiness as he glanced at the blood stains on her shirt. Nenna shifted uncomfortably under their gazes until Sen broke the silence. "Don't worry you guys, she's fine! Just a scratch."

"Y-yeah," she added, "I just need a little bandaid." She could still feel his nails pierce her skin, and three burning trails across her collarbone. The bleeding was small and reduced to little beads forming on her skin.

"Let's get him back to Dr. Sannan's clinic," Okita abruptly said.

"Wait," Nenna sighed. Looking up at the four males, she asked slowly, "are _you_…?"

It took a moment for one of them to respond. Sano tilted his head, smiling bitterly at her. "We can talk about that once we get inside."

* * *
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><p>CHAPTER 3<p>

Silver

The guy had settled down and was just resting in one of the beds in the infirmary after taking something. Nenna eyed him carefully in his peaceful state. His white hair had long since vanished.

Once they arrived to the infirmary, a man, presumably Dr. Sannan, gave the student some medicine to calm his rage. He apologized to Sen and Nenna that he had been so careless and not watched him close enough, but all Nenna wanted to do was find some answers. Turning her eyes to the man, she watched him rifle through a cabinet and pulled out some peroxide and bandaids.

Dr. Sannan smiled through his glasses as he pulled up a seat next to Nenna. "Here, let's see how bad it is," he gestured to one of the scratches that weren't covered by her shirt. Everyone else was lingering around inside the room, talking softly amongst themselves as if not to wake the monster back up.

"Oh," she waved her hand dismissively, "it's fine. You don't need to worry about it."

"You never know. Let me see," he pressed. As much as Nenna wanted to refuse, she let out a sigh of defeat and swiped her hair to one side, tugging the collar of the shirt away from the scratches.

The man blinked and set his things down. Leaning it a bit closer, he ghosted his fingers along the healed wounds. He squinted at the scars in disbelief and leaned back. The room went still as they waited for his answer. "Interesting...already healed," he murmured.

Swallowing thickly under his close observation, she let the shirt cover the little scars and stared at the bottle of peroxide.

"You okay, Nenna?" Heisuke asked. His voice snapped her out of her reverie, making her shoulders jump slightly. Turning on her stool, she nodded. He genuinely looked worried, as if he had done something horrible.

"I'm fine. See, I _told_ you," she gestured to the scars hidden under her shirt, "just a scratch."

"You sure? I could've sworn you were bleeding."

"_Heisuke_," Sano rumbled. Thumping the shorter one's head, he let out a cool sigh. "You don't need to freak her out even more."

"About that," she paused, "do you mind telling me _what_ in the world just happened? This school has _Rasetsu _enrolled here! Does the dean know about this?!"

Dr. Sannan adjusted his glasses as he gazed blankly upon her. "I guess I should go from the start." All eyes were on him. "A while back, Isami was noticing all of the discrimination against the Rasetsu, and the growing problems as a result. There was an awfully large population of Rasetsu in Japan, and it was starting to become a problem as murders increased within months, and as you know, there was no, and still is, no cure for them, just a medicine that reduced the bloodlust. Isami then decided to build a school to harbor Rasetsu from around the world, to try to keep them safe and the rest of the world safe.

This college also specializes in teaching students how to control themselves." His eyes glazed over to the student. "We haven't had something like this in a while, so we're doing pretty good so far."

The more the thought about it, the more it made sense. The idea of a school to help Rasetsu was a good idea. Maybe it would show the world that they're as civilized as everyone else.

_They should just have a school of monsters while they're at it. _Looking up at her friends, she spoke, "So you guys are Rasetsu?"

Souji nodded. "If you don't want to associate yourself with us anymore, it's understandable," he responded curtly, tipping off his imaginary hat to her. Nenna scrunched her brows. He didn't need to be so sour about it.

"Hey, I don't care what you are. I'm not going to ditch you because your _monsters_." Who would be that shallow? Getting bitter at just the thought of it, she shoved the thoughts away in the back of her mind. But as old thoughts left, new questions manifested and bounced inside her head. Were they born like this? Did they take that medicine? If so, how long were they like this? Did they ever lose control?

The room grew still again, and Dr. Sannan straightened up on his stool. "I have him under control. Thank you for your help." He said, giving out a somewhat bitter smile. The group nodded and took their leave. As they spilled out into the hall, a hand touched Nenna's shoulder. Looking back to see Sen's worried expression, she lifted a brow. "Is there something wrong?"

"Are you _sure _you're okay? That scratch looked deep." All imploring eyes were on her, making the girl take a step back. This was too close for comfort. Stress was crawling up her back and dug its claws into her head.

"I'm fine―just drop it alright?" She huffed. Silence washed over them all, making Nenna instantly regret for snapping at her. But there was something she couldn't tell them, maybe later, but not now. No need to introduce new monsters. "Let's just...get to bed. I have classes tomorrow."

They all agreed that it was time they retire for the night. As much fun as it was being jumped by Rasetsu, Nenna needed her sleep. It had been a long day to say the least.

Once the two got to their room, the hazel eyed girl switched into a comfy hoodie and flopped on her bed, greeting her pillow with her face. Curling up into the sheets, she screwed her eyes shut and blocked out every noise, and every thought.

The next few days went by in a blur. The girl hadn't remembered what was assigned for homework until she pulled out the sheet, which was stuffed in the abyss known as her bag. Thank goodness it was finished.

By now, her scars had completely vanished. It was as if her scuffle with that Rasetsu never existed. But Sen was observant, as she kept on asking all about it. She was poking and shoving at her personal bubble, and it was so abused that it was bound to explode if she poked at the subject once more.

During lunch, they ate at the cafeteria. Nenna had to admit, the food wasn't as bad as high school's. Staring apathetically at the leftover fries in her box, she wondered why she got so much food. She had three bottles of water, a muffin from Heisuke, and some gum from Sano. Coincidentally, the two found Heisuke, Sano, Souji and Hajime at a table, Sen wanted to invade the table, and Nenna didn't stop her.

Taking a seat next to Hajime, she said, "You don't have to look so mad you know. If you want me to move then―"

"It's fine." He replied with his eyes focused on his meal. Nenna pursed her lips and started to eat in silence. Apparently her side of the table was the nonexistent one as the other side had a million one conversations she couldn't keep up with.

Eating away at her food, she swallowed and asked the quiet boy next to her, "Did your teachers swamp you with homework yet?"

Setting his fork down, he replied, "I don't see the problem. If they want to challenge us, then so be it."

Curling in her lips, she nodded once as she slouched over her food. So much for talking. A loud scream parallel to her jerked her head up. Heisuke was reaching out for something Sano was holding in his hand, while the other was pushing the smaller boy's head away. "You...can buy...more!" Heisuke grunted as he tried to evade the elder's hand.

"But I don't wanna go up there! Besides," he took a bit out of the cookie, "you owe me."

"Bastard, get your own food!" He sniped. Arching a brow, the girl reached over the table and snatched the injured cookie. Both guys seemed stunned that she would join in. Giving the two a glance, she tossed the treat to Heisuke and hastily wiped the crumbs away. "Just because you give me muffins and keep me from starving," she explained.

A wide grin curled the boy's lips as he held the cookie victoriously in front of Sano's face. "At least someone is on my side!"

The brick-red haired man rolled his eyes, "Now that you helped him, he won't leave you alone you know."

"I know what I've gotten myself in," she replied, folding her eyes and throwing her hair over her shoulder.

Sen smiled and pointed at her with her fork, "Looks like someone has gotten some sleep."

"What do you mean?"

"Nothing," she replied. "It's just that over the past few days you've gotten more...lively. You're actually talking!" A giggle was followed.

Pursing her lips, Nenna disregarded her comment. "I just figured out my sleep schedule, that's all." Sitting back in her chair, she bowed out of the conversation and stared at the water bottle. Being enrolled in a school full of Rasetsu didn't seem any different from any other school. She ignored the fact that she was around people who had the potential of starting a blood bath, and possibly infesting the entire island since so many were enrolled. What she couldn't understand was why the world hated this species so much. They were literally like everyone else, excluding blood lust and immense strength. These guys seemed the most typical batch you could find. They picked on each other and lived their lives without much thought. Deep in the corners of her mind, she had a jealousy for them.

"Hey," Okita's voice broke the constant berating between Heisuke and Sano. All eyes turned to him. "Why don't we all go to the beach? I'm getting bored just staying cooped up in campus." He said boredly as he stirred his food on his plate.

Hazel eyes flashed but quickly dimmed as everyone, minus her and Saito, nodded in agreement. "It's not that far, so why not?" Heisuke added.

Shrinking away from the conversation, Nenna shook her head and smiled apologetically, though bitterness lurked underneath. "I have to pass. I might sleep through my alarm clock." The four looked at each other quizzically, shrugging their shoulders as they made a conclusion to their unheard conversation.

"Why not?" Sen asked, "I heard the beach here is so pretty! You don't have to swim or anything," she added.

Just the sound of the ocean made her uneasy. Shaking her head, she collected her things and stood up, making the chair rasp harshly against the floor. "Hope you guys have fun." Securing her backpack over her shoulder, she briskly walked to a trashcan and tossed the remaining food before exiting. Walking through the semi-sun lit corridor, she heard the door open behind her, followed by footsteps and a hand to her shoulder.

Whipping her head around, she grabbed the hand and tossed it away from her. Asking icily, "What do you want?" She held back the daggers in her eyes once she saw Heisuke's surprised expression. "Oh―sorry." She muttered.

"What's wrong? Sen says you've been acting weird―and not the part when you're cheery." He said quickly.

Taking a step back, she avoided his gaze. _He can't know. _"What do you mean? I'm fine."

"C'mon Nenna," Heisuke pressed. His imploring blue-green eyes made her take another step back. "Whenever we talk about the pool, or swimming in general, you suddenly leave. What's up?" Pausing, he asked, "Are you afraid of water?"

Before he could start rambling on apologizing for not knowing, she held up a hand, "It's not that. I just don't mix well with it."

"That doesn't make sense," Heisuke commented. Like Sen, he was the next person to be prodding at her personal bubble, only with pins and needles. Clenching her fist, she kept herself from yelling at him. "Just drop it, okay?"

"Why are you being so defensive about this? Is it because we're...one of _them_?"

Shaking her head profusely, she replied, "No! That's not it! You guys are cool―I gotta get going." The girl wasn't getting a good grip of her cool. By now, she was throwing every excuse to see if it would stick. Not to mention, the day was getting closer. Spinning on her heels, she started off, but he shot out his hand and grabbed her arm. Giving a worried glance at him, he furrowed his brows and took a step forward, not letting go of her. "Nenna...your eyes are silver…"

Shit. Ripping her arm away she briskly walked away from him, ignoring his shouts and pleas to come back. Whipping out her phone, she rubbed furiously at the screen to get a good reflection. Sure enough, glints of silver flashed under the sun as she headed out onto the courtyard. This was bad. The days she always dreaded were approaching, _quickly_. Maybe hiding under the sheets and covering the windows was a good idea, though Sen would get curious, therefore creating another problem.

After putting enough distance between them and her, she slowed her pace and continued to stare at her phone, refusing to look up for even a second. Within each second, her iris' gained deeper pigments of silver, like water colors blotting onto a piece of paper.

It wasn't the first time she snapped at someone to keep her distance from them. Over her years of high school, her friends called her 'Moon-girl' once in a while since whenever she would act like this... it would always be near a full moon. On the days of a complete one, she wouldn't go to school.

Upon nearing her dorm building, a deep voice made her head whip to the side. "Pretty pathetic you want to hide." Kazama stood behind her with glinting red eyes. As usual, his apathetic gaze seemed to radiate nothing else as he approached her within two steps.

Rubbing her eyes and keeping her line of vision away from him, she replied, "What do you want?"

"Nothing," a low chuckle filled the space between them, "you had this secret for what? All your life, and you _still_ don't know how to cope with it."

Taking in a quick breath, she hissed at him, "I have no idea what you're talking about." Glaring hazel daggers at him wasn't cutting it, as he dismissed them with a cocky smirk. Tilting his head to the side, his smirk vanished as quick as it came. All seriousness was in his voice, "You don't need to play dumb. I figured out who you are, siren."

She blinked, and brought up her silver orbs to meet his. The girl suddenly found it hard to breathe, as her heart was suddenly lodged in her throat. What did he just―

"You heard me. I know what you are. The silver eyes, all the water you drink...I bet you sing lovely, and I'm sure you excel in swimming." Though there was no hint of compliment to his tone. Nenna's mind was a mess, as she scrambled to think how she could've slipped. Anything that gave out the slightest hint...that she wasn't normal.

Yes. The girl was a siren, the mythological creature who was said to lure sailors to their doom with their captivating songs. Her eyes would turn into a shade of silver as the full moon would arrive, warning her that the dangerous nights were approaching. You could say she would be 'moonstruck' as the full moon hung in the sky. Like how it would attract the tides, she would be drawn to the water as the great powers of the moon would send her back into her ancestors' mindset. Sing and kill.

She had managed to kill three people, something that would haunt her. "You going to tell someone now?" She arched a brow as a chill ran up her spine.

The blonde in front of her placed his hands in his pockets, suddenly uninterested in the whole subject. "No. I see no point as this place is full of fake demons. You'd fit in like the rest." With that line, he kicked himself to her last few nerves, and he was tap dancing vigorously on them.

"I'm not like them!" She took another step forward, "Unlike them, I can't stop myself. I completely black out―how did you figure this out?"

"Hmpf, purebloods age slowly. I've done lots of travelling long before I enrolled here. I met people like you."

"So...if you don't like Rasetsu...why are you here?"

He paused. "I just wanted to get away from most dogs as I could without isolating myself. I could say the same for you; you have less people to kill in an island all the way out here." The way he said it made it sound like she killed more than three people.

"I'm not doing it on purpose!" Her rage was slowly bubbling to the top as her silver eyes flashed menacingly at him. Kazama only sighed as his eyes turned a shade softer. It was enough to make it look like he actually cared.

"Don't get so worked up about it. I'm just saying that hiding this isn't a smart move. Tell _someone_. Maybe that's why you have a hard time controlling it, you don't want to get caught."

"Why are you telling me this? It's almost," she paused, "nice."

"Just consider it as advice. Nothing more." Kazama fixed his eyes on something else before turning around, not even waving half-heartedly at her. Staring at him quizzically, his words echoed in her ears once more before she went inside.

Upon entering her room, she tossed her bag unceremoniously on the chair and sat on her bed with her head hanging forward. Now what? As much as she didn't want to admit it, the arrogant blonde was right. She couldn't keep this secret forever. Obviously _he_ wasn't bothered by the fact that she was mythological killer.

What made the others different?

Glancing at her reflection in a mirror parallel of her, she scowled at her silver eyes. She hated them. They were always a reminder that she was different, and that she was dangerous. Including the fact that sirens had gone into hiding as time went on, so she wouldn't know who to go for help. She tried too many times to figure things out on her own, so she gave up.

Sighing loudly, she fell back on her bed.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, at least one person knows why she always acts weirdly about beaches and pools. <strong>

**Thanks for the reviews for chapter 2! Hope no one forgot about this story since it's been a month since the last update. Don't worry, I'm working on it! Got any ideas for some chapters? Go ahead and leave it in your review! I'm sure I can add it into the story since I haven't developed it completely! **

**I hoped you enjoyed this chapter! And I'll see you guys with the next chapter soon. **

**-Jen**


	4. Moonstruck

**I haven't updated this story in forever! My muse for this story in particular hasn't been as strong as it was for my other stories, strangely. I would love a review, but of course it's not mandatory! I just want to hear from you guys, and know that people are still reading this insane story! Enjoy.**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 4<p>

Moonstruck

The day had come when she had classes. It had been two days since she hastily rushed out of the cafeteria and snapped at Heisuke. Her gut tied up in knots at the thought of him having a grudge against her.

Sen obviously knew that Nenna was in no mood to explain when she came back on that day, so she left Nenna alone to let her head cool down. It was a _really_ great start to the year, she shoved away her friends within a few weeks of school.

As she took a seat in class, she watched as Heisuke made his way to the steps and slid by her and took his seat. At least he didn't skip one. Nenna had found her hazel contacts just for these days specifically, and she had four water bottles crammed in her bag. Just the thought of the water made her throat constrict.

The professor wasn't in yet, since she managed to wake up ridiculously early. _This is bad_. It couldn't have been more obvious that the full moon could phase in between now or tonight. Her skin tingled nonstop, and when she woke this morning, her eyes were a metallic silver. Nenna kicked herself for not staying in bed today, but she would be able to see Heisuke and apologize to him. That would calm her nerves.

Turning in her seat, she looked at him, who had his earbuds in. In the quiet, stadium-tiered room, she could hear his music. Nudging his shoulder, he looked up at her with dulled blue-green hues that seemed to flicker with interest when he saw her, but it simmered once again.

"I need to talk to you about what happened."

"Okay, shoot."

The expression in her face suddenly dimmed and transitioned into an apathetic gaze. "I just want to apologize. I didn't mean to yell at you."

He nodded slowly, still figuring out what was going on. Her eyes were hazel, but there was something off, like there was an itch but he couldn't reach it. "It's fine…" satisfied with that answer, Nenna sat straight in her seat and took out a water bottle. Heisuke looked from the bottle to her.

_Something _is_ off. _Eyeing her for a few more seconds, lingering a bit, he went ahead and resumed his music. When class started, more people filed in as the professor sat his things down on the desk. Amidst all the chaos, a student managed to drop a notebook next to Nenna's seat. As if like lightning, her hand shot out and grabbed the book and stared back at the student with a dull gaze as she returned the notebook to the surprised student.

_Very off_. Heisuke concluded with a little nod to himself and periodically glanced at her as classes went on.

Not long after, the bell rang and everyone collected their things and exited the stadium-like room. Just as Heisuke was going to talk to Nenna, she got all her things together and slung her back over her shoulder, not even giving him a passing glance as she descended the steps.

In a rush to cram everything in his bag, he stumbled after her, "Hey, Nenna! Wait up!"

She looked over his shoulder and a small chill ran up his spin. The hazel hues flickered with disinterest...with an underlying hint of silver. It was like he was staring at a Nenna clone. Her hair, her face, everything was the same, except for her eyes. She lifted a brow and gave him a skeptical glance at the shorter male.

"N...never mind," he murmured. With that, she continued headed down the steps and out the door, with him not far behind.

It was strange. He felt like a parent following close behind their kid―or at least something like that! But instead of getting trampled by people, Nenna casually bulldozed her way through, getting some nasty glances aimed in her direction, but she paid no attention to them.

By the time lunch rolled by, Heisuke found himself at the table with all his friends...except Nenna.

"Hey, Sano, did you see Nenna in class?" Heisuke asked, leaning forward with arms on the table.

He shook his head. "Was she in class with you?"

The brunette nodded and popped a fry covered in ketchup in his mouth. "Yeah. But...she was acting weird."

"I know right?" Sen interjected as she reached over to steal a fry. "Ever since she ran out on us she had been acting weird. All she did was hang out in the room, literally living under the blankets."

Sano's hues lit up and inquired, "What did you say to her, Heisuke?"

The table went still as they were waiting for an answer. Putting up his hands in defense, he replied, "I didn't say _anything_! I was just asking if there was anything wrong!" He let his mind wander back to the memory.

_Taking a step back, she avoided his gaze. "What do you mean? I'm fine." _Heisuke knew when to call bull when he heard it, and that was it. He could've sworn she was shaking and purposefully avoiding his gaze. In all honesty, he saw a small glint of silver in her eyes, that or he was hallucinating. She was like some sort of jigsaw puzzle with no image to follow. She was...blank, and it drove him nuts that he couldn't figure her out. Girls in general were hard to figure out.

"Well, what was she like during class?" The lone girl in the group queried.

Heisuke blinked and looked up thoughtfully. "She was fine when she walked in, but all of a sudden she...shut down! She was like a robot and didn't talk _at all_ during the lecture, and then she left me when we were done. Nope, not one word." He pursed his lips.

"PMS?" Okita arched a brow, followed by a slap to the shoulder from Sen. Rolling her eyes at him, she took a sip of her drink.

"It's not like that. We _never_ shut up...we always complain," she stated almost haughtily. "I guess we can keep our space from her, maybe she just wants to be alone."

* * *

><p>At the end of the day, Nenna finally walked into their dorm. Talk about cutting it close since the doors would always lock at ten. Sen looked up to greet her friend, but faltered upon catching the glazed hazel eyes. Her friend gazed at her with a less than friendly expression, followed by a low, "Hi."<p>

Nenna dropped her bag alongside her bed and within a few minutes got into a pair of shorts and another shirt. Flopping into the bed, she turned on her side so her back was facing Sen. "Turn off the light when you're done." Was all she said.

Heisuke wasn't exaggerating when he said, _"_..._she...shut down! She was like a robot…" _Sen arched a brow and a small frown graced her lips. Turning back to her desk, she hurried to finish the last few paragraphs she had to read before closing the book. Clicking off the lamp, she hurried to her bed and closed her eyes.

Her eyes shot wide open upon the sound of rustling fabric. Eyes riddled with tiredness gazed at the LED clock. As the numbers came into focus, she sighed when it read 3 AM. Rolling onto her other side, she stared in disbelief as the silhouette of Nenna headed out the door.

Usually she thought she had to go to the bathroom...but doubts twisted her thoughts as she recollected the memories of the past few days. Her strange behavior had basically been leading up to _something_, though she wasn't sure what.

Sen kicked off the blanket and grabbed her phone, blindly feeling around for the door. A nagging voice in her head kept telling her that something no good was going to happen. After successfully leaving her dorm without waking the entire hall, she hurried down the dimly lit hall, following the sound of Nenna's footsteps on the tiles of the foyer.

Unlocking her phone, she tapped Okita's icon, listening impatiently for the ring tone.

A bright beam of light shot up to the ceiling, and the phone let out a soft tune, indicating someone hadn't turned off the sound. A series of groans emitted from the two beds, unhappy that they were woken. Okita rolled over and slapped his hand on the phone. Who the hell would be calling _now_? Propping his his head on his hand, he squinted at the blinding light and swiped the answer button. "What the hell, Sen? This better be important," he grumbled.

Sen sighed in relief. "It _is_! Anyways," a pause, "something's wrong with Nenna!"

"Something's been wrong with her for _days_ now." He replied curtly. A zoned out Heisuke sat up from across the room.

"What's going on…?" He yawned.

"No!" Sen hissed, "She left our dorm and is heading _outside_! It's like she's in a trance." The sound of a door closing emitted from his speaker. "Could you just come with me? Just in case if something...happens."

Rubbing his tired eyes, he shook his head. Maybe it was the sleep talking, but if Nenna was in trouble, Sen could just get the dean. Letting out an aggravated sigh, he replied, "Fine, give us a few minutes. And _don't_ call me at three in the morning..._ever_."

"Thanks!" She chirped. "Meet me at the fountain, and hurry, or I'll lose her!" And then she hung up. Dropping the phone back on his bed, he shoved off the covers and tossed a pillow in Heisuke's direction. It managed to hit his target because he let out a yelp.

"What the hell was that for?" He groaned.

"Sen said Nenna's in trouble or something like that. Someone better be on fire then," he muttered. Okita was a less desirable person when he was tired. His usually playful demeanor had been swapped for something the exact opposite. "And you're coming with me."

"Eh, why?" He arched a brow.

"Because if I wake up, then everyone has to too."

* * *

><p>Sen was sure she could've made a hole where she had been pacing for the past five minutes. Nenna was heading in the direction of the beach, and there was a little wooden staircase that led to the boardwalk, which wasn't far from here. Anxiety was gnawing at the last of her nerves by the time she heard Okita's voice.<p>

"What's going on, worry wart?"

"Ugh, come _on_," she huffed and strided in Nenna's footsteps. Heisuke stretched, followed by another yawn. Complaints were written all over his face, but he remained silent, as most of his friends did the same as well.

Reaching the lit staircase going down, Saito looked around, "She's going to the beach?"

"Yeah. I...to be honest, I don't think she's human," she said, breathless.

Okita shook his head, quizzically staring, "Did you eat something weird lately?"

"Just think about it!" She huffed as they rounded a landing and down another staircase. This was originally built for the locals so they wouldn't have to walk all the way around town to get to the beach, and the creaking wooden boards revealed its age.

"Could we at least slow down a bit, Sen?" Heisuke wheedled pathetically. "I'm _tired_."

Ignoring further protests from the guys, Saito being the exception, the group made it to the beach. Sen could feel the freezing sand snake in between her feet and flip-flops, and the sound of the ocean lapping up at earth's door was less than soothing as her eyes scanned the shore.

"Do you see her?"

A gust of wind nudged them to the left. Squinting to see under the dim light posts dotting the the boardwalk along the beach and the full moon, Sen caught sight of a figure slowly making their way to the water. Kicking off her flip-flops, she dashed over to the shadow. The guys, surprised by her sudden change of pace, scrambled to catch up in their dazed states.

"Nenna!" She called out. "What are you doing?" She remembered a small conversation she had with Kazama earlier. Small pieces started to click together as she got a small enough distance between her and the entranced girl. "Hey, it's late!" She breathed.

Stopping in her tracks, ankles barely below the water's surface, Nenna looked over her shoulder. Giving her a glazed stare though silver eyes was enough to send chills down Sen's spine. It seemed empty...like she was a puppet tied to invisible As the guys rushed up to them, Nenna turned her head and proceed into the water.

"What...what is she doing?" Heisuke heaved in a breath.

"She had...silver…!"

He blinked. "Silver eyes?"

She nodded furiously. "Yeah!"

"Ah, I _knew_ I wasn't going crazy!"

Okita shook his head, exclaiming, "What the hell are you two talking about?!"

"She has silver eyes!" When Okita gave the two a stare, Heisuke added, "She's not human!"

He cursed under his breath and looked at the girl, who was getting to deeper and deeper waters. "Are we going to play 'guess-what-Nenna-is-' or are we going to save her from drowning?!"

Silently, Saito went around the three and hurried off in the water. Shocked, Sen grabbed his arm. "What are you doing?"

"Getting her." He replied. "We aren't going to get her if we're standing here."

"It can be dangerous…" her voice trailed off as her eyes grew wide. The sound of rushing waters pulled their attention to the creator. Cascades of water swirled around Nenna's body, pushing her out of the water, eyes a striking, bright silver.

And then she opened her mouth. What sounded like soft angelic voices with resonances of bells filled the air. The water grew closer to the group within every wave to the point where it lapped just beneath Sen's knees. "This is…" lifting her eyes, she saw to her horror as the three males slowly moved towards Nenna. "Hey!" she tugged back on Saito's arm, but the force that was pulling him in superceded her strength and his arm was torn from her grip. Quickly shuffling through the water, Sen jumped in front of them and put her hands on Heisuke's chest. "What the hell are you doing?!" Looking up to meet the same glazed over stare, her skin crawled.

It was like she was… "A siren." She murmured. "You guys!" She urged, "Heisuke! _Heisuke_! Snap out of it you guys!"

To the point where she was being pushed back, she let out a frustrated noise. The balls of her feet were being pushed into the wet sand, and the rushing waters around her weren't helping. Glancing over her shoulder, she cursed under her breath as she saw Okita and Saito head on ahead into waist-deep water.

This was getting ridiculous.

Screwing her eyes shut, she let out her demon side. Feeling a new sense of strength pulsate through her veins, horns protruded from her forehead and her hair grew a pale silver. Giving Heisuke a good shove back, she caught her balance and sent Heisuke back in the water. Snatching his arm, she raced far enough back so he wouldn't drown himself and went after the two brainwashed idiots.

Grabbing both of their arms, she yanked back and the two males jerked backwards, but the water acted as if it were hugging her body and had a firm grip on the guys as it pulled them in further. Nenna's song rung loudly through her ears, but it had no entrancing effect.

Water outmatched her strength at a growing pace as she felt her toes collecting up sand as she was pulled slowly. Ocean was now just below her chest, and her arms cried out to be given relief. Letting out a scream, she pulled as hard as she could, managing to get some footing. But like a magnet to a fridge, a force surpassed her efforts and violently yanked her forward, getting some water down her throat.

Letting out a series of coughs, her lungs burned and her demoness strength was dwindling with all the outside forces. Turning around she had their arms over her shoulders as she struggled to walk to the shore, catching a glimpse of Heisuke returning to waist-deep waters.

"Oh come on!" She exclaimed.

Vision blurred with strands of wet hair and salt water, she screamed her displeasure as Okita and Saito slipped out of her grip. Whipping around, she dived into the water and swam up to them and snatched their arms. Legs drifting downwards, she struggled to find the sand under her toes.

_This is bad! I cant…!_ Panic and fear swept over her like the waves that attacked her face. Taking scared glances at the two, she could see only their heads, and slowly the water reached to the bottom of their ears.

"Hajime! Souji!" She called out over the waves, but of course they didn't heed her words.

A shadow sprung towards Nenna's body and knocked her off her water pillar. The tower wobbled as if its foundation went missing and splashed loudly as it came down. Nenna went down but immediately resurfaced. Sen blinked and shook her head. Was she dreaming? Rubbing her salt watered eyes, she squinted to see _Kazama_ of all people with Nenna in his arms and one hand over her mouth. The moonstruck girl screeched and struggled as Kazama swam to shallow water and tugged her along without much effort.

The water immediately calmed and Sen immediately went for Saito and Okita, who had their foreheads barely bobbing above the surface. Hands on their arms, she swam back and rejoiced as she could feel the floor beneath her feet. Dragging them to the shore, she saw Harada already grabbing Heisuke and bringing him back.

Covering her hands, Sen let out several hacks and coughs to get the water that rushed up her nose. Her throat burned and her eyes watered. Finding her voice, she heaved, "How did you...when did you…"

"I knew what she was, so I kept an eye on her," he responded, his entire body soaked and Nenna still writhing in his grip. Her eyes showed a harsh silver, angry but still dazed at the same time. "How are they?" He asked.

Turning to the guys, she put shaky fingers on their necks and felt soft pulses. "Alive…" she murmured. Harada plopped Heisuke down, who was the first to come to. Sitting up, he held his head, grunting. "What happened?"

"You made me save your sorry ass, that's what happened," Harada huffed.

Sen furrowed her brows, her demon side already gone, "How come you didn't get―"

"Hypnotized?" He took out his earplugs, "Kazama reached me and told me to go to the beach with these." He held them up and stuffed them in his pocket. Taking a glance at Nenna, he half-smiled, "A siren, huh?"

Kazama sighed at siren Nenna's rather worthless efforts to escape his grip and responded, "We need to take her to Dr. Sannan. Or at least put duct tape over her mouth."

Sen couldn't tell if he was joking or not, but was distracted by the violent coughs from Okita and Saito shortly after. Spluttering out salt water, Okita cracked his eyes open and was about to say something, but coughs and water came out instead. Patting him on the back, she asked, "Are you alright?"

"Nearly died...I'm," cough, "just peachy." He grimaced.

Saito was in the same state, coughing and trying to recollect himself.

The frustration that was silently building up in Sen finally reached its peak as she pointed an accusatory finger at the blonde, "Since when did you know about this? And _why_ didn't you tell me? Someone could've _died_!"

"I thought you would assume. You said so yourself that there's something off about her."

"I didn't think she would be a _siren_ out of all things!" She snapped back. "You need to work on your communication skills."

He clicked his tongue in response.

* * *

><p>It was a blown out struggle to get Nenna to take some benadryl. As tempting as Kazama's original plan to just tie her down and get some tape over her mouth, it was shunned by Sannan as he tried a more humane way to settle the siren. Sure, she was a siren, but she was human too...so wouldn't something like benadryl knock her out like anybody else?<p>

Getting her into the clinic was no problem, getting the pill in her mouth was easy, just getting her to swallow it with water was a pain in the neck. She was like a puppet, but with bits of independence left behind. She knew where she was and she knew what they were trying to do, but she wouldn't speak, only struggle, occasionally scream and attempt to sing, but Kazama's hand muffled her voice, so no note could be heard cleanly.

After a solid hour of struggling, the hypnotized Nenna finally cut her losses and gave in. A few minutes ticked away and her fights dwindled and her eyes finally closed. Now on the bed, Sannan wiped a thin sheen of sweat lining his forehead. "She puts up a fight."

Resting against the wall, Kazama huffed and stared at her uninterestingly. "What are we going to do with her?"

"It's just like another Rasetsu case," Okita popped in, drying off his hair with a towel. "Put her under monitoring like everyone else and have her take some meds so she won't go crazy."

"Souji," Sannan said sternly, "she's _not_ a Rasetsu. We can't handle her like 'everyone else'."

"He's right," the other female nodded. "We need to at least hear what the dean has to say."

Originally, the clinic was closed and Sannan was in his room. And when he heard a loud, obnoxious knock, his irritation was plastered all over his face when he answered the door. And an hour struggle to make a girl take a pill were sprinkles on top. "I called Dean Kondou. He should be here in a few minutes." He said.

"So...what happened?" the youngest asked. He was perched in the edge of another bed with a towel draped over his shoulders. A few drops of water dripped from the edges of his somewhat spiky hair.

"When Nenna started singing," she explained, "you guys went out of it. Your eyes turned _silver_ and you were walking towards her. The water literally came up to our knees where it usually came up to our ankles and I felt it _pulling_ us."

"So a siren's song really affects males only." Sannan concluded.

She nodded. "Talking got nowhere so I had to individually drag you back to shore, but Souji and Hajime were already too far. It was like...it was like the water was fighting me, like it had a mind for a second!"

Harada blinked. "Was she controlling the water?"

"I don't know," she shrugged, "it seemed like it. She was in a _pillar_ of water."

Everyone cast a wary glance at the sedated girl. She looked normal, compared to her possessed form moments ago. It was eerie nonetheless.

"In the meantime, I want you guys to go back to bed. I can handle her from here." Sannan said as he put a box of benadryl back in a cabinet. Okita pursed his lips and hung the towel from around his neck.

"You're not serious!" He coaxed, "So much stuff happened. I won't be able to sleep!"

"Yeah! Same here!" Heisuke interjected.

But he wasn't going to take any of it. "You guys just love to ruin my sleep, but I won't do that to you. Besides, you don't want to fall asleep during class," he smiled to attempt at a joke, but the room went silent. He sighed. "Still act like high schoolers I see."

"The clinic is too small for us to be cooped up in here," Saito finally said. "We could at least give her some space." Everyone nodded at his response and, reluctantly, started to leave the room. Saito being the last to leave, he gave her sleeping form a passing glance before closing the door behind him.

* * *

><p><strong>I am SO lame! I really had you guys waiting for this and I apologize! I don't expect a lot of reviews, but at least one or two would be nice, just to know that people are still reading and enjoying! <strong>

**I see 'so and so favorite/followed your story!' and believe me, I'm always psyched to see that, but it would be nice to get some feedback from you guys! I sometimes don't know what I'm doing, and I'm super eager to hear from you all! **

**Anyways, I'm sorry for the late update! I nearly pulled an all-nighter to finish this chapter and one for Eyes Like the Moon, until my stomach decided to take revenge on me from eating something. **

**I'll be back!**

**-Jen**


	5. Aftermath

**I'm getting back into my normal pace! Gosh, so much has flown by! Hopefully I can stick to my word and update weekly for all of my ongoing stories. Thank you for your reviews for the last chapter! **

**And for the question: ahh, I haven't thought of a good role Hijikata would play. I don't know about you guys, but writing a story with so many main characters is tricky! I guess I'll have to see where the story leads, in all honesty xD**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 5<p>

Aftermath

A few hours passed, and the full moon had finally went through its phase. As if like a light switch, Nenna's brain was back on, and she was in control this time. Opening her eyes, she found herself staring at a ceiling with blinding lights. Closing her eyes, she let out a groan as she pushed herself up. Her eyes still felt heavy―

"Oh _shit_." Lifting her eyes, she glanced around, scanning the counter, a medicine cabinet and a number of beds, their heads lined up against a wall. It happened again. Kicking her blanket off, she scrambled to get off, but was stopped by Sannan's voice.

"You just woke up. Don't get up so quickly." The doctor stepped out of his office while tucking his phone in his lab coat pocket. "How are you feeling?"

With her feet dangling over the edge, she replied glumly, "Fine...did anything―"

"Happen? It seemed like there was a show going on."

"Are you serious?" She groaned and pressed her hand on her forehead. "So, who knows?"

"Well, me, for one. Sen, and those boys."

_Great_. "Did I hurt―"

"No, thank goodness. Though the dean is going to drop by and talk about your...situation."

She knew it was impossible to avoid her _episodes_, but it was worth a shot. At least her secret was blown in front of people she actually met. And as fun as hiding out in an underground bunker for full moons sounded, it would be too much of a hassle.

Nenna could only imagine who she could've killed, and the feeling left a bitter taste in her mouth, that or the salt water from last night. But by the looks of Sannan's calm demeanor, what happened last night wasn't that big of a deal, or he had dealt with enough Rasetsu who had lost their control, and nothing phased him anymore. She was going to go with the latter.

A small tap to the door immediately caught their attention, and Nenna stiffened up as Kondou opened the door. He looked tired, holding a fresh cup of coffee that made Nenna's stomach rumble in response. When was the last time she ate?

"Ahh, that's good," he nodded with a smile, "it's all in one piece!" Stepping inside, he took a sip of his coffee. "How are you doing?" He asked her.

What was in one piece? The infirmary? She blinked in response. "I'm fine…"

"That's a relief," he breathed. He grabbed a chair and took a seat beside her bed. Nenna swung her legs over, facing him. "I think I should be honored, you're the first siren to step foot at my school."

"I don't think it's that much of an honor," she huffed.

"My point," he hurried, "I'm not going to kick you out, if that's been bothering you. My school is designed to be a safe haven, and I don't think it should be exclusive to only Rasetsu."

Did she have to respond to that? Yeah, that would be great! She wouldn't have to go to another school. Nenna nodded.

"Though I think we need you under a different type of... 'monitoring'." She could tell he was trying to be gentle with it. "I don't know a lot about sirens, so if you could do the honor of telling me what I need to know…"

And so she did. She told him as much as she knew, like how she would only go berserk during the full moons, and she would be at her weakest during new moons. None of her methods to prevent her episodes worked, and whenever she woke up, she would always hear her parents try to cover her while the news reported 'storms' from the previous night.

When she was done, she looked up at him eagerly awaiting his reaction. What was she waiting for? For him to turn to hysterics and deny the existence of sirens? He had a school filled with those white haired Furies for Pete's sake! Of _course_ he wouldn't be fazed by this. The elderly man nodded and ran his thumb along the cup of coffee thoughtfully.

"You've been through an awful lot," he started, showing sympathy, "it must've been hard for you." A smile curled his lips as he patted her on the shoulder, "But don't worry! We'll try our best here to help you out."

The sound of the door opening averted all eyes, and Heisuke is what they landed on. He looked tired, but the energetic look in his eyes nearly cancelled out everything else. "Is she okay?" He asked out of the silence.

Kondou moved out of Nenna's way to reveal said girl. He sighed in relief as he passed the threshold of the door, as if he detected no threat in the room. _I was a threat earlier…_ Nenna thought grimly. He looked tired, and his messy hair and bags under his eyes only proved her point. "So uh―how are you feeling?"

Picking at the sheets, she replied, "Tired, I could say the same for you."

"Yeah," he let out a chuckle that was borderline forced.

Kondou cleared his throat, "You came here just in time, Heisuke! I was going to explain what we'll be doing."

"Doing what?"

"To prevent―or at least try―those 'moon phases'." He turned to Heisuke in his chair. "I want you and your friends to keep an eye on her, just," he moved his hands around as if throwing the idea physically in his hands, "hang out with her so to speak." When he got a confused response by both of them, he hastened, "And when you boys can't control your Rasetsu urges, Nenna could get some help. It's mutual!"

The youngest ones in the room glanced at each other and then back at the eldest man. "Babysitting, technically." she started.

"Something like that! I mean, of course you guys hang out everyday, but during the full moons...be more attentive than usual," he said, glancing at the boy.

"Aye, sir," Heisuke gave him a little salute. Kondou, approving the response stood from his chair.

"If you need any help, remember that this is what this school's for. All staff members will be aware of your situation so they know what to do if this happens again. Don't worry," he smiled. "Your secret is safe with us."

She wasn't joking when she felt a weight being tugged off her heart. She breathed, followed by a nod. "Thanks."

With a tilted smile, Kondou excused himself and tugged Sannan out of the room, probably for some further discussion. It wasn't like there was a 'How To Take Care of a Siren 101' book handy. The younger ones remained in the room with a good barrier of silence sitting in between them.

"So," she started, biting her lip and picking at the sheets. "How are you feeling?"

"Eh, I'm just tired...we've already asked this." He chuckled tiredly. His worn out voice and scuffing from his shoes caused her to lift her head. "Trust me, I've been through worse." A little grin curled his lips. "And the guys are fine, if you were wondering."

Tilting her head from side-to-side, the siren said, "It's good to know I haven't killed off my friends." She meant it as lighthearted, but the words gave off a sour ring that made her cringe and regret it. She did do that before…

Ignoring the grim tone lingering in the air, he went on, "C'mon, I bet you're hungry." Just the word 'hungry' was enough to make her stomach growl, and she instinctively put a hand over it. Hopping off the bed, she ignored the fact that she probably looked like a mess, she followed Heisuke out of the room and to the cafeteria. She may have gone overboard, since the girl got herself two muffins, an apple and a small bowl of cereal. The two took a seat outside. It was a mildly humid morning with early bird students burying their faces in textbooks and food.

Heisuke took a little bit of the blueberry muffin, "So...why didn't you say anything? I mean―I get why, but we're not humans too, if you haven't guessed yet."

She shrugged and stared at her food. "I lived with keeping it a secret. Old habits die hard, I guess." Of course, she felt like a huge jerk for not saying anything, but out of all that's happened, she rather be off with Heisuke mad than him―or anyone else―dead. Shoveling some cereal in her mouth, he replied. "You have a point." He smiled slightly. "I _knew_ I wasn't crazy! I did see silver eyes!"

Placing a finger over her lips, she hushed him, "A little loud." He shrunk and gave her a muted 'Sorry'.

"They looked pretty cool though," he added, his voice at normal levels again. "Have they always been silver?"

She shook her head. "They're hazel. It's just when it's around a full moon when they turn silver." Pointing to her eyes, she added, "I'm wearing contacts right now." Heisuke leaned close and squinted at her eyes. Nenna instinctively leaned back and immediately looked away.

"Oh yeah!" He exclaimed. "There's a tiny rim of silver around it!" He finally leaned back, letting her breath and reclaim her personal bubble. "That's pretty cool. Red eyes are just plain scary."

"I don't know, they look cool too." She said, taking a sip of her water. "Did you sleep at all last night?"

"Ahh, kind of. Hajime was out like a light when we got back. I'm running off of three hours, and I'm feeling _great_!"

She snickered. "I'll laugh when you crash. Are the guys still sleeping then?"

"Probably. Souji probably won't stop complaining about being woken up though, he's such a baby sometimes." Nenna arched a brow, grinning at his words.

"Yeah? I could say the same for you."

He put up his hands in self defense, feigning insult. "Wh―I just came out here to see if you were okay, and I'm getting called _names_!" Nenna rolled her eyes, laughing.

"You're such a dork."

Heisuke stuck his tongue out at her, and stole another bit of the muffin. "So, the reason you went to this place was…"

She nodded. "Yeah, to get away from everyone. I wanted to still get an education, and a small college in the middle of nowhere sounded _perfect_. I mean―there's less people to...y'know, hurt."

"Now I'm curious. Are there other magical beings out there?" He asked with a grin. "Like fairies and unicorns!" Even though they were the same age, he was such a kid! What made it better was that he wasn't even fazed by her little episode last night.

"If you were wondering; _no_, I don't have a mermaid tail." Nope. All she had in this whole package was the hypnotic singing, silver eyes, and fast swimming. The idea of a tail made it sound a lot more fun, but the guys would've never gotten her out of the water, because she would be swimming too fast for them.

"Ahh, that would be pretty cool though!"

She shrugged. "It would be...if I wasn't possessed by the moon all the time," she replied lowly. A few minutes turned into an hour, and her breakfast had long vanished, with the two talking about...anything, really. It was nice. Having someone to talk to beside your mom about the whole siren thing was comforting.

"Sucks that there aren't other sirens around. I usually hang out with the guys, it helps a lot since we can watch each other's backs."

"Yeah," she nodded. "All I had was _trusty_ Google and dusty old books."

Heisuke pursed his lips, and thought for a moment. "Well, there's going to be a movie tonight outside the guy's dorm. Wanna tag along?"

"Sure, what movie?"

"Ahh, no idea." He laughed shyly. "There was an announcement yesterday…"

"And I was brainwashed, I get it. I don't mind." She needed a distraction anyways.

* * *

><p>Nenna was glad her possessed self had some respect, since she found her backpack with the homework from the classes she missed. But she told herself that she would get to it. She wasn't in the mood to do anything school related. Now after a hot shower, she dressed herself in a pair of shorts and a shirt she got during swimming. Just as she tossed her damp towel over her chair, Sen walked in.<p>

She paused for a moment and threw Nenna a smile. "Hey, how are you feeling? Heisuke said he dropped by this morning."

Nenna nodded. "Yeah, we had breakfast and talked." Sen grinned and hummed a tune as she set her stuff alongside her bed. "What's with the face?"

"Hmm? Oh it's nothing."

"Uh-huh," she replied unconvincingly. "Yeah..._anyways_, he said that there's going to be a movie later tonight."

"Oh yeah!" Her face brightened. "You're going, yeah?"

She reached for a brush and started to go through her hair. "Mhmm, Heisuke told me about it today. So I guess we'll just meet up with the guys." It was around eight when the girls left. Nenna stopped by at the cafeteria and got herself some fries. Her stomach had been rumbling uncontrollably all day. When they got to the guy's dorm, they saw small crowds of people alongside the outside wall. A couple guys were setting up a screen while a girl messed with the projector. A popcorn stand and drinks were set up at the back, and people claimed their bits of territory for the night with large blankets.

Nenna took a bite from one of the fries when she heard someone call out, "―Nenna! Over here!" Sen tapped her on the shoulder and pointed to Heisuke waving his hand amongst the crowd. Worming their way through people and their blankets, they reached their party.

"Hey, guys!" Sen greeted as she took a seat in front of Okita.

"Oi, move over." He grumbled.

"Oh you baby, you can see over me, Mr. I-Didn't-Get-Enough-Sleep-Today." She replied and she waved her hand dismissively at him. Okita didn't say anything, but his glare held a hundred words. If Nenna didn't know any better, she thought he was going to bore holes in the back of her head. Heisuke patted a spot next to him and Nenna placed herself in between him and a cooler, apparently filled with all kinds of drinks and junk food. Not bad.

Saito was sitting a bit behind Nenna, with Harada at the front edge of the blanket. He turned and gave her a smile. "Hey...uh, how are you feeling?"

"Hungry," she murmured and stuffed her face with ketchup loaded fries. He chuckled, probably at her chipmunk-like face, "I'm glad you're gave me a good run," he added. "A little warning would be nice, in advance."

"Shut up, Sano." Heisuke exclaimed. Surprised by the sudden outburst, Harada put his hands up in defense. Nenna swallowed down her food. "No, don't worry about it. Thanks for not...freaking out about it."

"My dear, we've seen stranger." The eldest of the group chuckled. He put a finger to his eye, "Your eyes aren't silver anymore."

"Contacts."

"Ehh," Okita said to her left. "But I kinda liked your silver eyes." He reached over Heisuke and grabbed a fry.

"Well, this is just personal preference." She slapped his hand. "Did I _say_ you could have one?"

"C'mon," he moaned childishly. "You nearly _killed_ me, you owe me _something_."

Nenna rolled her eyes out of annoyance. "Fine."

"Don't use the guilt card, Souji." Saito murmured, displeasure obviously laced in his tone. "You shouldn't pressure her like that."

"Guys!" Everyone looked at her. "It's fine. That was yesterday, everything's good." She hastened and grabbed herself a Dr. Pepper from the cooler. "I don't suppose you have a mini microwave and popcorn?" Getting up and trying to get out of the mess of people didn't sound like an adventure she wanted to mess up in.

"Already grabbed some," Harada said, holding up a large bucket full of popcorn. "There should be some Cookie Dough Bites in there," he gestured to the cooler. Sen was the first to jump and took out a large box of it.

"Seriously? _Yes_!" She sighed melodramatically. She opened the box and poured out some and grabbing a handful of popcorn. Stuffing her face in the salty-chocolate mess, she smiled to herself.

"Is it _that_ good?" Nenna asked. Everyone gave her identical looks of disbelief.

"You never had popcorn and Cookie Dough Bites? It's heaven all in one!" Heisuke was on the borderline of hysterics.

Harada gestured for her hand, and she reached over. Eating a handful of popcorn, she took a couple of the bite-sized snacks and tossed it in her mouth. Everyone looked at her eagerly, awaiting her response. Not bad. Not bad at all.

She didn't say anymore and gestured for more popcorn. The guys chuckled as she gave herself another helping. It was nice, sitting with all of them. Eventually, it got dark enough for the movie to start. Just as the Thor 2 title came on, Nenna sighed inwardly. The first movie seemed...better in her point of view, though she would love to see Chris Hemsworth any day. Thanks to her friends, she admitted Thor was her favorite.

Saito tapped her on the shoulder and asked for a drink, and she had to have him repeat it because the movie was so loud. Sitting right next to him, he repeated, for the nthteenth time, Coke. She handed him the drink and remained at his side, not wanting to move again.

After a good chunk of the movie, Nenna rested her head on his shoulder, completely forgetting that he was there. He smelled nice though...rainwater with a bit of cologne. She felt him tense up, but by then she was already half-asleep, unable to process how he was probably feeling right now. Eventually, he relaxed and readjusted his position.

When the credits rolled, she felt a foot nudge her leg and she let out a groan. She opened her eyes to see people getting up, progressively getting louder, and closed them again. _Ugh...shut up! _"Nenna fell asleep!" Okita exclaimed.

"No way," she heard Harada in front of her. Saito nudged his shoulder a bit, but Nenna groaned in response.

She heard Heisuke's voice in front of her. "Hey, gotta get up!"

"She isn't going to get up, she sleeps like a rock," Sen's voice came from the right. Nenna sniffed and opened her eyes.

"I'm awake, I'm awake," she murmured as she stumbled to her numb feet. Balance failing her, she leaned forward, but someone grabbed her around the waist before she could fall. She put her hand on a broad shoulder before she was hefted up in their arms. "Put me down…" she protested weakly, but made no move to escape.

"As much as I would like to, Sen will throw a fit if you fall asleep, mid-walk." She heard Okita say. Sen's voice came from far away. "Darn right. Now c'mon."

"You want me to carry her then?" Came Heisuke's voice.

"I can do it," he snapped back. "Besides, you'll probably drop her."

She rested her head against his chest, murmuring, "Are you calling me fat?"

Harada chuckled. "Just go back to sleep, Nenna."

She didn't open her eyes after that, instead she felt herself move, almost at a rhythm-like pace. She figured that the lingering side-effects of yesterday were starting to kick in. Before she knew it, they were inside, and she heard a faint click from the lock.

Okita lay her on the bed, Nenna on the brink of sleep. She heard the two talk for a while, and then the click from the closing door. Using her remaining energy, she hooked a blanket with her feet and kicked it far enough for her to reach. Snuggling up to the pillow, she sighed and went off to sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>Y'know, I never fell asleep at a movie, but I knew way too many people who did! <strong>

**For the record, popcorn and Cookie Dough Bites is a beautiful combination, especially when the candy is **_**chilled**_**. Totes recommend it if you guys go out to the movies. I think I would be as exhausted as Nenna, y'know, just came back from a night of almost killing people and controlling water, the works.**

**See you in the next one!**

**-Jen**


	6. Her Day Off

**Please note: this chapter has little plot. I'm such a lousy person, oh my god. Thanks for your reviews! And I'm so sorry for the delay in this chapter.**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 6<p>

Her Day Off

Her body jumped when her phone buzzed loudly on the nightstand. Slapping aimlessly at the table, she fumbled to unlock her screen, proceeded to wait for thirty seconds and then try again. She squinted at the messages from an unknown number that read: "Nenna!" "NeNNA!" "WAKE UP NOW" "WE'RE GETTING FOOD. Be ready in 5" "This is Heisuke btw"

"Heisuke?" She muttered to herself before sending "K?" Either she slept for twelve hours, or had the best dream ever, albeit probably forgotten, but she felt _amazing_. At least her phone was on vibrate, because Heisuke proceeded to text her one to three word sentences; she could only tolerate the phone chime for so long.

The room was empty, which didn't surprise her. Either Sen had classes or she was with the guys. She had a feeling that's how Heisuke got her number.

Nenna rummaged through her drawer and pulled up a quick outfit and briskly brushed her hair. Grabbing what she needed, she got her shoes on and got out of her wonderfully air-conditioned dorm and into a stuffy and humid late morning. Her friends had claimed a bench, though she was surprised to see only two of them, Heisuke and Sen.

She smirked to herself, "Where's the rest of the gang? You guys seemed inseparable."

"Hajime has government, and Souji's still sleeping." Heisuke chirped. The three then set off for town. When they got to a café, famously known for their crepes, Nenna gathered that Heisuke wouldn't stop bothering Sen until he got Nenna's number so he could repeatedly spam her to get her to go to breakfast. And the café's name was pretty ridiculous too. Thanks a Latte Café and Creperie. Nenna didn't mind the rude awakening because of the punny café she was going to, and the fact that Heisuke was buying.

Still tasting the sugary delights from last night, Nenna went for a Nutella crepe with strawberries and bananas. There was _no_ way she could avoid Nutella, despite feeling like a walking bag of sugar.

"So how was the movie?" Nenna asked as they found a table inside, taking refuge from the unbearably muggy morning. The café was European style with a bit of small town charm fused with it. She couldn't believe Heisuke managed to find this tiny café tucked between two larger buildings.

"First movie was funnier," Heisuke said, putting his arms on the small, colorfully tiled table. "Seen it before?"

"More than enough," she huffed. Sen folded her arms and sat back in her chair. She tossed her hair to the side dramatically.

"Only did it for Loki. Tom is," she sighed melodramatically, "perfect."

Nenna was about to add in something, but was interrupted when a plate of Nutella-crepe goodness was placed in front of her. She could smell the chocolate, it was like there was a dome of 'essence of chocolate' radiating from the plate. "That looks amazing," Sen complimented, reading Nenna's mind.

Grabbing a fork, she scooped up the crepe with Nutella slathered over the strawberry and banana slices and took a bite. It was like sophomore year in highschool when she discovered the Nutella and pretzel combination; put on too much Nutella so that it would stick to the roof of your mouth. She wasn't joking when she mentally declared that this was the best thing she ever had. Nodding her approval to her friends, she took another bite and sighed appreciatively.

Minutes later, everyone else got their food and half of their conversations had fell onto their breakfast. Despite being woken up at broad daylight, Nenna considered this a good start of the day. Being stuffed with an overwhelmingly sugary breakfast, she remembered she had to print out some notes and work on homework for a class. The two showed her the library on campus, which was tucked between the main building and another wing, art she remembered.

Sen had to get to class, so it was just her and Heisuke. She didn't mind him. At least her day off wouldn't be boring.

The library was recently built, from the glossy tiles to the high ceilings, and the atrium that composed most of the building. The sound of printers furiously working and staplers clicking echoed from one side of the library, slowly lost through the tall shelves stuffed with books. The two claimed a table in the atrium; Nenna slid out a binder from her bag and plopped down in the chair.

Heisuke frowned at the small pile that accumulated on Nenna's side of the table. "All of those are _notes _for a class?"

"Homework." She corrected, sighing, "It's not all due on the same day, but I want to get a head start...y'know, full moon and all." Heisuke immediately nodded, taking one of the packets of notes, observing it. "Psychology, huh?" He asked.

"Yeah, it's not that bad." She replied, tugging it out of his hand.

"You're so much better than me," Heisuke laughed sadly as he pulled out his binder from his backpack. "You're planning ahead."

"Oh, what? No, this isn't planning ahead!" She explained, "I slept through psychology on the first day, and he assigned homework that day...I'm just finally getting to it."

He snorted and covered his mouth. "Good job." She rolled her eyes and started flipping through the notes, pulling out a pencil. Heisuke's eyes flickered from her notes and then up to her. She blew a few strands of her light hair from her face, but they only fell back again. Nenna sighed and pulled her hair back and tied it in a low ponytail, but a few shorter strands of hair managed to dangle in front of her face. He smiled slightly at her struggle.

A sharp snap of a book came a few tables down, enough to make him jump out of his trance. He immediately pulled himself into his history notes, trying to re-focus. He was never good at the 'studying' part in school, which usually resulted in bad grades. But he would always redeem himself at exams, which always got on Saito's nerves.

After a few more page flips from Nenna's end, she set her pencil down and filed a couple sheets of homework into a folder. "Done already?" Heisuke asked. Her answer was made as she pursed her lips while pulling out a packet of what looked like math. "Sorry, nevermind then." He grinned.

"What are _you_ working on?"

"History."

"History? That's so easy! What are you even doing?" She pointed at his blank notes, "No homework? Dude, are you just staring at it?"

"I just don't want to do biology." He said sheepishly and a balled up piece of paper was tossed at him. "Hey!" His voice was struggling to stay at whispering levels.

"Just get it over with." She chuckled. Heisuke stuck his tongue at her and reluctantly pulled out his biology notes and homework. "Yes, _mom_."

"You're such a kid," she laughed quietly. "Weirdo."

He didn't move, and was giving her strange look. "Yeah, I know." He said and flipped to a section of his notes.

Nenna returned to her monster math homework. Zoned out of one class seemed to have set her back a few days, since she was just staring at jumbled formulas and numbers. Taking out a calculator, she started to go through the steps; she was grateful her professor actually went into depth with the notes.

She didn't keep track at how long they were in the library, but she was taken from her calculator and notes when Heisuke dropped his pencil and buried his head in his arms, slumped over the table. She could still picture the formulas and key sequences in her brain as she poked his arm with a pencil.

He let out a groan and picked up his head. "I'm so done. Hey, we should get food."

"We just ate!"

"Nen, that was three hours ago."

She hadn't realized how time went by. That probably explained the sudden headache she got. Staring down at paper usually did that. "Are you kidding?" He fished out his phone and showed her the screen. It was around 1. Looking down at her nearly finished homework for the next few days, she leaned back in her chair, stretching. "Okay, we can call it quits."

Heisuke was faster than her when it came to putting their things away. He already started walking ahead, stopping a few feet away and waved for her. Nenna huffed as she got her bag and her phone. "Gimme a second!" She whispered as the two left the library.

"So, where should we get food?"

"I dunno, you were the one with the idea."

"Cafeteria food it is!" He exclaimed and hurried off. Nenna groaned and went after him. "Wait for me!" The poor lunch staff must've felt exhausted, considering how long the lines were for different stations. Nenna and Heisuke decided to stick in the same line, mostly so they could talk away the minutes of standing.

"So is that how you're gonna survive?" He asked suddenly.

"What?"

"Doing homework ahead of time," he explained. "Won't you get stressed out?"

"That's why I'm pacing myself, and I've dealt with more serious things." The sincerity of her statement caught him off guard.

He looked at her. She looked tired, but she was there. Sure, dealing with vampire-like urges was tricky, but they had medications to sedate the inner monsters. She didn't have anything. All she could do, from what she told him, was hide and hope that her inner demon wouldn't overpower her mind quickly. "Yeah, no kidding." He quickly added, "So are you still wearing the contacts?"

"Only outside. I have tiny silver flecks now and the sun picks it up. My eyes look like disco balls. The silver should be gone by tomorrow."

"That's so cool." That earned him a smile. "And your water powers―when they're not trying to drown people." She took back the smile, and looked conflicted. Her eyes cast downward.

_What the hell, Heisuke?! _He thought, heart quickening. Of course _she_ wouldn't think killing people is cool! "No," he quickly said, "ahh, forget I said that! I don't know what I'm saying." She still didn't say anything.

They eventually got their food, with Heisuke drowning in worry. Was she mad at him? Mad at his ignorance?! She wasn't saying _anything_. They found a bench under a tree, just outside by a fountain. Heisuke studied his food, frantically thinking of what to say next.

"Sorry, it's just weird to hear people _liking _who―what I am." She finally said.

He looked up at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

"Well, it's not like you hear stories of _good_ sirens. People used to fear them back in history books, some even hunted them down." Nenna poked at her food, suddenly finding herself not hungry. "I mean, I'm sure you have it rough too; most of society doesn't look fondly at you. But I'm kinda jealous, you had people just like you."

Heisuke mustered a smile. "What are you saying? You _are_ with people who are just like you; we aren't human, and we're trying to better ourselves without others judging us." She blinked and a smile crept up. "You sounded _way_ too old for your age, please don't do that again," she laughed. "Yeah, you're right."

"Aw man! I gotta tell the others about this! I sounded smart!"

"I didn't say that," she scoffed, "but I'll let you look cool this time."

"Are you saying I don't look cool all the time?" He arched a brow. "I'm ten times cooler than old-man Sano."

"Oh my god, you _are_ a kid!" She laughed and was promptly elbowed.

* * *

><p>"Crap!" Heisuke exclaimed as he rummaged through his bag.<p>

Finishing the last of her water, she tossed the bottle into the nearest trash can, almost missing. "What is it?"

"Souji still has my English book―I _knew_ I forgot something." He reeled his head back, groaning. "I have an assignment due tomorrow."

"Text him?"

"Are you kidding? The jerk won't respond to half of my texts." He took out his phone and found Okita's contact, handing it to her. She stared at his phone, confused. "What are you doing?"

"Call him, hopefully he'll pick up."

She took his phone and still gave him a strange look. Pressing the call button, she held the phone up to her ear. After a few dial tones, she was sure he wasn't going to pick up, but was surprised when "What do you want?" came from the other end.

"Is that how you talk to your friends?" She huffed.

His tone changed. More curious. "Oh, Nenna. Hi, uh, why do you have Heisuke's phone?"

"He figured you would actually listen to me rather than him," she said, and the boy gave her a good-natured scowl. "He needs his English book back."

"Tell him he can come get it," he said simply. "It's in our room."

"Okay, cool." She paused. Was that it then? "Okay, uh, bye."

"See ya." Nenna handed back the phone, saying, "He says it's in the room."

"Awesome." He stood and looked at her. "Coming with?"

"Might as well." It occurred to her that she had never been to the guy's dorm. _Consider this the adventure of today._ The dorm wasn't that far from where they were. Walking around the large building, they headed up the steps and went on inside. Couches filled the common room, with guys taking up the entire things as they napped or went on their laptops. A couple guys sitting at a table waved at Heisuke, and then towards Nenna, in which she awkwardly waved back.

The two headed up a stairwell and reached the third floor. She didn't know why she was expecting this to be any different than the girls' dorm. It was literally the same thing, only flipped. Nenna followed him to a door, which was left unlocked. Upon entry, she discovered that they weren't the only ones in the room. Sitting at a desk with one earbud in was a very shirtless Okita. Heisuke colored and threw a shirt at him that was discarded on a bed. "I am _so_ glad you weren't naked." He exclaimed.

Nenna's eyes lingered longer than they should've. Either it was from kendo or just working out in general, but Okita was muscular. Not overwhelmingly muscular either, just defined abs, broad shoulders, and relatively noticeable biceps. _Oh god, what the hell Nenna?! You were on the swim team! You've seen shirtless guys before! _She thought. She tried to justify herself with the excuse: she expected shirtless guys during swimming, not when you walked into a room.

Okita didn't move to put on the the shirt, and simply tossed it back on the bed. He seemed surprised to see Nenna. "Well I didn't know you were coming _now_! Ever heard of knocking?" He retorted.

"This is my room too." He sighed. "Where's my book?"

Okita pointed to a book, buried under a few more books, on the top shelf of his desk. Heisuke set his bag down and went over to the shelf, sliding the book out. He sighed in relief as he flipped to a page. "Oh thank god it's still here."

"What was?" Nenna asked.

"I left my assignment in the book."

"It would've been such a shame if that went missing, huh?" Okita chuckled.

"Shut up," was Heisuke's retort.

Okita took out the other bud and put his arm on the desk. "So he managed to drag you along, Nen-Jen?"

She arched a brow, grinning. "I'll give you ten points for creativity; never heard that name before." He smirked. "Nah, we were eating and he realize he forgot his book."

"You didn't get me any food?"

"Well I can't exactly text you," she clicked her tongue, "so I how was I supposed to know you wanted something?"

"Fine," he groaned as if he lost a battle, "gimme your phone." She furrowed her brows, but she gave him her phone anyways. A few seconds passed and he gave it back. She studied the number for a second. "Now you don't have any excuse." He winked.

Heisuke rolled his eyes, irritated, much to Nenna's surprise. So in the end, Nenna decided to just hang out with the guys for the rest of the day. Sen's last class wouldn't end until six, so she might as well be social until then. Nenna claimed half of Heisuke's bed, with her bag discarded somewhere―she forgot where she put it. Okita finally put on a shirt, sitting criss-crossed on his rolly chair.

"You guys! I actually need to finish this!" Heisuke exclaimed as he pointed to his opened English book.

"Then go," Okita gasped melodramatically, "to the library or somewhere else! Nen and I can just hang here."

"You could've grabbed your book before we went to the library." Nenna offered, and he smacked her arm lightly. "Hey, it's your grade."

"You should've seen him during high school," Okita added, in which Heisuke interjected, "Don't say it!"

He continued anyways. "He would always procrastinate. He kept on complaining about homework to a point where Sano got so fed up he decked him with a textbook!" He laughed, "Knocked out _cold_!"

"I'm gonna knock _you_ out cold!" Heisuke threatened.

"You sound like one of my friends from swim." Nenna laughed as she leaned against the wall. "Only she would get on everyone's nerves...and then a few of the guys tossed her in the dive tank."

"Oh god." Okita snickered.

"She got her revenge though. She somehow snuck into the girls' locker room and grabbed a towel and just whipped all the guys with it when they weren't looking." She smiled at the memory.

"So why don't you do swimming anymore? I mean, yeah, the siren thing an all but when it's not the full moon?"

She shrugged. "I think it's just because of that. Of course, I can still swim, but I just don't like being in the water as much." She looked up at the ceiling, sighing in content. "Good memories though."

They all lapsed into a strangely comfortable silence. Heisuke probably being grateful for the momentary quietness. Nenna couldn't remember the last time when she just sat down and...relax. Her lips tugged upwards into a small smile. She then set her eyes on Okita, who had his phone out, facing her direction. "Say cheese!" Okita grinned. Deciding to go along with it, she gave the camera a tired smile and a peace sign. She waited for the flash, but it never came. _Oh my god, really? _Her cheeks colored and she immediately dropped the pose. "Are you recording?!"

His answer was a laugh, and she groaned. Finding the nearest pillow, she tossed it at his face. He quickly deflected it with his other arm, and he snickered at his screen, typing away before putting it back on the desk. "It's weird, I thought you would be an anti-social bookworm."

"Well looks can be deceiving," she stuck her tongue out at him. "Besides, the moon is still waxing."

"Lemme get this straight, your personality matches the fullness of the moon?" He asked, leaning forward, curious.

Heisuke looked up with a pointed stare. "Haven't you noticed?"

It was weird seeing him so serious. Nenna waved off his strange attitude. _He's probably grumpy we keep on talking. _"Well, it's only been two days." Answering his question, she said, "Yeah. During new moons I'm like a zombie, or a girl who hasn't had a break from her period. Basically I become more of a decent person as the full moon arrives, but during the full moon itself...yeah, you know _that_ side of me" She shrugged. "It's weird."

"Cool. Now I know when you can actually take a joke instead of blowing it up in my face."

A groan came from Heisuke. He slapped the book closed and flopped over to one side. "I give up."

"Isn't it due tomorrow?" Nenna asked.

"I'll do it later tonight."

"Hajime will destroy your phone if you use that flashlight again," Okita warned. Nenna looked at him and he explained, "he forgot to do homework last night after the movie and kept Hajime up all night with his phone. Haven't you noticed he isn't around?" It dawned on her that there was a _third_ bed in the dorm. That explained why it was much larger than the one she shared with Sen. "He stays mad for a while...he's probably practicing kendo or catching up with sleep. I dunno," he put his hands behind his head, "I would be pretty pissed if I was kept up all night." He stared at Heisuke.

Heisuke didn't respond, only returned his stare for a few moments―

"Oh yeah!" Nenna exclaimed. The two looked at her. "Who brought me to the infirmary when I went...moon-mode?" She cringed at her lame word choice.

Both shared frowns. Okita sighed, rolling his eyes at the mention. "Chikage Kazama."

"Who?"

"Kazama, red eyes, blonde hair? You've seen him before, yeah?" Heisuke asked, sitting up.

She mulled over her memories before something sparked. That weird guy she saw on her first day! "Oh, him. Yeah, I've seen him. Is he a…?"

"He's a pureblood." Okita muttered, clearly unhappy with the word. "His 'Royal Highness' doesn't exactly like us…"

"Are you kidding me?! He doesn't like anyone! I've only seen him talk to Sen and his two goons. I feel like they're his only friends." Heisuke huffed.

"Pureblood? Like Sen?"

"At least Sen actually _likes _us. No, Kazama hates Rasetsu...have no idea he wanted to go to a college full of them―anyways, he was the one who got you to the infirmary. You put up a pretty good fight." Okita grinned at the last sentence.

She scrunched up her nose. "So...if he doesn't like us, why did he bring me back? He basically save you guys."

"Guess he has a fraction of a heart," Heisuke mumbled.

Once again, Nenna lost track of time. Talking, snacking, and throwing things at each other made time whiz by. It was ten, time for everyone to go back to their dorms. Sen decided to hang out with some of her own friends, but she dropped by and said hello earlier. Much to Nenna's displeasure, she had to leave...unhappy mainly because she didn't want to get up. Heisuke jokingly offered to carry her back, but Okita argued that he wouldn't last to the bottom of the stairs. Finding her bag and making sure she had everything, she made her way to the door with a handful of chips being slowly crushed under her grip. "I'll see you guys tomorrow." She said.

"Night, Nen." Heisuke called out.

"Don't get eaten." Okita added. Nenna stared at him and rolled her eyes. "Don't even joke about that." She laughed if off though, "Bye." And then she left. Leaving the dorm, she couldn't help to smile to herself. They weren't that bad at all. Maybe she could survive this place afterall.

* * *

><p><strong>See, I told you there was barely any plot! I just kinda figured I develop the rest of Nenna's strange personality, and some bonding time with a couple <strong>_**ahem**_** boys of interest. I'll save you the long speech from my other story's update: I just started college and I'm figuring out my pace for a couple classes (isn't the timing of this story just **_**wonderful**_**?) Hopefully I'll see you guys with another one, soon. And uh, welcome back to school! (if you're still in school?) **

**-Jen**
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**Well. Long time no see.**

* * *

><p>CHAPTER 7<p>

Flicker

Days turned into weeks at Kondou University. Nenna had figured out her pace for the most part, minus the anticipated full moon that would be arriving in a few nights. She couldn't say that things were going perfect, but they were better than she hoped. The guys, mainly Okita and Heisuke, would try to pull her away from homework and go out to get food, and Nenna would occasionally fall for the trap.

She dropped one of her classes a few days ago, astronomy―Heisuke wasn't happy, and picked up biology instead. Not a smart move since they were already prepping for their first exam. Nenna found herself sitting in the library during her off hours just to catch up or in a study room with Sen and her friends.

Nenna had claimed a table at the library, biology book open with post-it notes plastering the pages. Her phone buzzed and she picked it up. Sen texted her asking where Okita was and responded promptly with "Idk, haven't seen him today."

A tap on the shoulder took her away from her notes, and she turned around in her chair. Sen smiled and put her phone in her pocket. "So this is where you were hiding." She whispered as she grabbed a chair.

"To be honest, I wasn't _hiding_. You know I basically live here now."

She shrugged it off. "Well, I won't be here for long―gotta get to a class. You sure you haven't seen him?"

"Why do you need to find him?"

One of the ladies at the help desk looked up at them, silently telling them to pipe down.

"He's just been skipping classes and Hajime now says that he rarely sees him." Sen said a few pitches lower.

Nenna thought for a moment. She shook her head after thinking about possible factors. "I haven't seen him. I'll text him or something."

"You do that. I gotta get going now. Have fun―chapter five sucks."

"Thanks," she replied dryly. And then Sen got up and left her to her notes. Nenna sighed and leaned back in her chair, taking in all of the poor papers that were scattered across the table after a failed attempt of sorting it. Her pencil hid underneath one of the turned pages and her pen cap went missing a few minutes ago.

_God dammit. _She put her hands on her face and stretched. How many hours has she been in here?

Out of her peripheral vision, she saw a figure standing in front of her table. She paid no mind to it until after a few seconds...and they didn't walk away. She looked up and saw Kazama looking down at her biology book, with his usual bored expression and a couple books at hand. Nenna didn't hide her confusion as she stared at him, brow arched.

Kazama circled around so that he was standing next to her. He leaned down and pointed at a paragraph on the page. "You'll find the answer in there." He murmured.

She blinked. "Excuse me?"

"Number seventeen." He tapped his finger on her study guide. "The answer is there." It was weird―the guys talked about him as if he didn't let anyone get near him within a ten foot radius, and here he was, basically brushing his shoulder next to hers. She involuntarily leaned away. "Did you take this course before?"

"Last year." He straightened up. "The professor didn't know shit. Sometimes I wonder if they purposefully do that to its students. Even these dogs don't deserve some of the professors teaching here." His last sentence just reaffirmed that he was what everyone said he was. A jerk who didn't like Rasetsu.

Nenna made a mental note for that answer and looked up at him with narrowed eyes. "You keep on calling these people 'dogs'. If you hate them so much why are you here?"

He huffed as if it were a dumb question. Kazama went across the table and claimed a seat, staring at her cluttered notes and then at her. Leaning back in his chair, he folded his arms. "I would rather complete my education being surrounded by 'Rasetsu' rather than whiney humans. This school is small so there aren't as many of them." He paused. "And then there's you."

"Me?" _Should I take offense? _"You know what I am."

"I am perfectly aware. Of course you aren't as superior as Sen and I, but you're better than these fakes. At least you were actually born like this."

_What the fuck? _"Hey, hey, those 'fakes' are my friends. Why don't you find another table to crash? There's plenty of empty ones." As much as she would like to brew up a storm, the librarian's stares were enough to keep her silent. They looked so angry―maybe scarier than Rasetsu.

"If you're trying to scare me away it isn't working. Besides, you don't want to move as much as I do." A smirk curled his lips. "Mind cleaning up your mess? It's on my side."

Nenna stared at him, mouth agape. Who the heck does he think he is? Reluctantly, however, she had to agree with him on one thing. She didn't want to move to a different table. She scowled at him and shoveled her papers out of his space and dumped them next to her. Nenna looked up from shuffling her pages and saw Kazama put a book out in front of him. He flipped lazily through the pages and started to read. _Ugh, why couldn't he have picked a different table? _

Shoving down her thoughts, she returned to her study guide.

* * *

><p>Her mind was practically swimming in biology when she finally closed the book. She didn't dare to look at her phone, there was a high chance that she had been sitting in the same uncomfortable chair for at least three hours.<p>

And the same guy sitting across from her had been doing the same. He made good progress through whatever book he was reading, and he took his eyes away when Nenna collected her papers and filed them into a binder. She would be dreaming of biology if she went any further. Besides...she was hungry.

Nenna rubbed her eyes and Kazama hummed to himself, closing his book. "Are you sure you took in all of that information? Or did you just stare at words?" He commented.

She glared at him tiredly. "Yes, I just wasted most of my time just _staring_ at a book." Getting all of her things, she slid them into her backpack and pushed herself away from the table. Slinging her bag over her shoulder, she left the library thinking of a place to get a quick snack. When she got through the first set of doors, she heard footsteps behind her.

She was shocked, irritated maybe, to see Kazama. "I'm sorry, is there something you would like to say?"

"I'm done with my reading. Besides, we were closest to this door." He replied.

Her stomach rumbled awfully loud―she was lucky she wasn't in the library anymore. She wrapped an arm around her stomach and looked away from him, striding through the doors.

It was Saturday...which meant the cafeteria was closed, and the food in town was a bit on the expensive side. "Is there a vending machine nearby…" she muttered to herself and rifled through her bag for her wallet. She opened it to find a couple of dimes and a receipt from one of her excursions with the guys. _Godammit. _

"Short?"

She looked at him, realizing he was walking next to her all this time. "If you really want to know, yes." _Maybe I can get some food from Heisuke…_ Kazama huffed under his breath and reached into his pocket, going through his wallet and deftly pulled out a couple dollars. He handed them to her, and she didn't take it initially.

"So you won't starve to death. Anyone could hear that stomach of yours a mile away." He offered.

Taking the money, she looked at him. She couldn't figure this guy out. "This isn't some way to blackmail me into an IOU?"

"Hmpf, I don't do that. I have different ways to get what I want. Besides, I don't want to hear your stomach for the next hour."

Nenna didn't even give him a thanks because he walked off after that. She stared at his back, dumbfounded. _Annoying, arrogant, generous-ish? Pick one! _"Weirdo," she muttered. _Now...vending machine…_

It took her a few minutes to remember where the nearest vending machine was, and there was one near the pool.

The lights were off throughout the hall, and the only light came from the red exit signs and bathroom signs along the wall. Nenna selected a bag of chocolate chips to sedate her hunger and quickly snatched them out of the machine. Popping open the bag, she shoveled a couple cookies in her mouth.

Her eyes lazily looked around until they drifted to the double doors that had a sign that read 'POOL' next to it. Maybe it was out of boredom or the nearing full moon, but she pushed open the door.

The humid air pressed into her skin, along with the lovely scent of chlorine. The lights were also off, except for the ones lining the walls of the pool. The diving blocks were covered and the lane lines were rolled up in the far corner of the deck.

Strolling over to one of the benches, she set her bag down and took a seat, munching on the cookies. She could almost hear the shouts from the crowds, the sound of the alarm going off and water splashing.

God, she missed that. She could hear the chants they would do before every meet, her coach's ridiculous face whenever they would get first place. Nenna smiled to herself as she stared off into the water.

Her phone's buzzing snapped her out of her trance. Fumbling to get her phone out, she was surprised to see a text from Okita, of all people. He asked where she was―weird―and she responded with the pool. The doors swung open before she could put her phone down.

She jumped at the sudden noise and saw Okita leaning through the threshold. He looked...off. Wide eyes, heavy breathing. Nenna rose to her feet, trying to get a better view of him. _Damn lights. _"...Souji?"

"Nen," he murmured and quickly strode up to her, but stopped halfway. He turned from her, sighing. "Do me a favor?"

"Before that―where have you been? Sen's―people were wondering where you disappeared to." Her attempt at a half-joke went up in flames when he looked at her. It was like he was glaring daggers at her. His iris' lit up, red winking at her teasingly.

"I need you to lock me in here." He said, voice raspy.

She furrowed her brows. "What?"

"Dammit, Nen! Keep me away from everyone! Barricade the doors, I don't know! Drown me!" He said frantically. She was scared, that's for sure. Something must've triggered his Rasetsu form…

"Don't even _joke_ about that." She said firmly. Nenna backed away and looked at her phone. Okita saw her eyes darting to the bench.

"Don't call anyone. They can't know," he approached her. "_Please_." His eyes had grown an ominous red within a few seconds, teeth looking somewhat canine-like. It was just like the first time she ran into one here.

"Souji." She said firmly, though her voice was on the verge to cracking. "We need to find Dr. Sannan―don't you guys need meds for this?"

"No! Just need to wait it out…" he rasped, as if his throat were dry. Nenna wasn't sure what to do, reach for her phone? Stand there? It was then when she ask what to do was when Okita lunged at her, red eyes burning with anger and something else.

Nenna screamed and put her hands on his shoulders. Okita snarled at her, yes _snarled_, teeth barred. His strength was incredible, and she had to reinforce her balance by repositioning her feet.

It was like he was getting stronger by the minute as he continued to grab at her. His hands took ahold of her wrists, trying to shove them away from his shoulders. Nenna's knees started to buckle, and she was halfway to kneeling when she leaned sharply to one side. A surprised Okita lost his balance and practically launched himself to the ground. Nenna clambered to her feet and darted out without second thought.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" A pang of fear raced up her spine when she heard the door behind her open, and the sound of loud footsteps behind. _My phone! Shit! _Nenna nearly kicked the door open when she reached the end of the hall and stumbled outside.

The sun had gone down a lot faster than she anticipated, and the lights were lit along the sidewalks and building entrances. _Okay...dorms bad idea. _And then another idea sparked in her head. Spinning on her heels, she raced for the library. Maybe she could lose him in the aisles? Given that the place was still open.

She didn't dare look over her shoulder and grabbed onto the door handle, flinging it wide open with all of her strength. Racing in, she did the same to the second door and immediately darted into one of the aisles.

She never knew how hard it was to run fast but stay quiet at the same time―her heart was hammering awfully loudly and her breathing was heavy. No doubt his sensitive ears could hear her frantic heart two miles away.

Her heart sunk to her stomach when she heard the library doors open again. Nenna froze besides a shelf of gigantic history books. Oh, how she wished she could take a remote and mute her heart―or something like that.

Frantic ears listened eagerly for the sound of his footsteps or breathing, but eerily enough, she heard nothing.

The lights were off in the library, but the lights from outside were bright enough to make it possible to not run into a bookshelf. Holding in a breath, Nenna quietly made it out of the aisle and looked around for another one to hide in.

Running down the main aisles was suicide, but she couldn't dodge Okita all night by aisle hopping. _Why didn't I bring my phone? _Nenna took in a breath and clenched her hands. Maybe it was a dumb idea, but it was _an_ idea. If she could just get her phone, call Sen―somebody, and not die in the process, then everyone wins.

The beginning of her dumb idea started, and she retraced her steps and back to the exit. She nearly cried out in relief when she saw the red sign, but her world was sent into spinning stars and clouds when someone lunged for her, hitting her head on the floor. Nenna groaned and held her head, vision spinning.

She could definitely make out the figure that tackled her to the ground though.

"Souji," she tried to push him off, but her vision was so disoriented, she didn't know if she was reaching in the right direction.

"Just a _little_ blood," he urged with a sickeningly sweet tone. "Just need a little." He grabbed her hand, rather tightly.

"No, _no_! Souji! You don't know what you're doing!" She pleaded. God, her head hurt.

"Of _course_ I know what I'm doing!" He bellowed suddenly, eyes dark, hair a snowy white. Nenna cringed.

"No! That one drop is gonna turn into thirty, and that's not good for anyone!" She clawed at his hand, the one that captured her other one. He squeezed painfully hard though, and she cried out.

"Now think about this―I'm much stronger than you. You don't know what it's _like_, Nen. The bloodlust. The shitty medicine Sannan makes is _nothing_ compared to the real thing." He grinned, showing his sharpened teeth. "I just need a taste."

"Fuck! Souji, _no_!" She screamed. Without thought, her fist flew to his face and rammed up into his jaw. With a series of curses, Okita let go of Nenna for a split second, and she took that opportunity to shove him off and scramble to her feet. She darted down past the circulation desk and whipped around, ascending the staircase. There were classrooms and study rooms on the second floor. Maybe she could hide?_ What the hell, there should be Rasetsu Survival 101 classes…_

Wind flew through her ears as she ran down a dim hall, turning sharply to her left. She clipped the corner and ran into a bench corner. She let out a string of curses and flew forward, letting her shoulder get most of the beating. She skidded a good few feet. The searing pain going up her arm probably hinted at a nasty rugburn. _Damn carpet_. No doubt her knee would get a nice bruise as well.

Ignoring her throbbing knee, she got up again. The pain in her knee went through her shin, and shocks of pain went up her leg as she put her weight on it. _Okay, Nen. There's no way I can outrun this guy. _

Exhaustion finally caught up to her, as she felt her energy depleting, as well as her adrenaline. "Ahh...dammit." She grimaced and leaned against a door. She held onto her arm, wincing as her fingers went over the patches of peeled skin. Curiously, her finger brushed up one of the wounds and then she brought it to her lips.

Nenna groaned as she tasted the metallic, iron taste of her blood. _Well he'll find me no problem. This is like any other horror movie! _

Her eyes flickered toward the sound of footsteps from the stairwell down the hall. It would be like every other horror movie if Okita would say her name in a creepy, drawled out tone. She listened to the light footsteps he was making, and cringed as he got closer.

Okita finally rounded the corner, composure: eerily calm. "You shouldn't have run." His nose flared, no doubt getting the hint of her blood. He rushed up to her, making her back up further into the door and jamming her hip into the doorknob.

"Okay, obviously I can't run from you. Please don't―you might lose control! I don't know what happens...but still!" She hoped she could still reason with him...he was pretty well tapped to his brain.

"You're lucky you're not facing some Rasetsu with no control…" his voice faltered, followed by a cough. "I just need a little, Nen." His hand reached for her shoulder, but she smacked it away.

"What you _need_ is help from Dr. Sannan!"

Okita laughed dryly, Nenna could sense he was losing himself though. "You're the only one standing in the way from me going to a blood bath."

"You'd never."

"_I _wouldn't! But this _monster_―this _thing_ inside me is getting fucking angry."

"You sound like a girl on her period," she retorted. Her hand reached behind her, grabbing the doorknob. _Please be unlocked_. With a quick turn of her wrist, the door behind her swung back, sending them both down to the ground. Nenna struggled to get up, since Okita was on her, and swung the door close with a loud slam. Something from the door clicked, and she gave the the handle a jiggle. "And now we're _both_ stuck in here."

Okita looked up at her, flashing his red eyes at her. "I can easily bust out."

"Doesn't that take energy?" It was weird talking to a half-crazed Okita. Nenna then grabbed a chair and stood behind it as if it could defend her. "And you don't have a lot. The sun will rise and you'll...you'll not be crazy. Is that how it works?"

"I could just drink your blood." He said as if this were a normal conversation.

"If you really lost control you would already try to chew off my face―or whatever. You still have a conscious, you can _fight_ this!"

Okita sighed through clenched teeth. He pulled himself in a sitting position up against the wall. "Well damn."

Her defense was still up, but she was surprised to see that it looked like he _gave up_. When he didn't say anything else, she took the liberty to make a makeshift barricade with a table turned on its side and a couple extra chairs. Okita chuckled, albeit with a pain expression. "That's mean. You don't want to see my face?"

"Aren't you cute?" She scoffed. Nenna leaned against the wall. The table was a little less than a leg distance from her. "I just want to live past eighteen, okay?"

"You could've done that by keeping only _me_ in here, not you too."

"Excuse me, you were on top of me, and you were _heavy_. I didn't have enough time to get out of the room without you tailing after me." Nenna went to her wound. It was still too dark to see the damage, but knowing that she was bleeding was enough to tell her that things were still pretty dangerous. Not that sitting in a locked room with a Rasetsu isn't dangerous enough.

An uncomfortable silence settled in the room, and all she could hear was the sound of air conditioning humming lowly. Maybe if the floor were softer and she had a blanket, then maybe she could actually sleep in here―minus her blood thirsty friend.

Guess this must've felt like for her friends when they had to handle her in siren-mode. But she couldn't tap into her mind...the monster took full control and kicked her to the curb.

Nenna was terrified, excited, anxious, and tired. Maybe if someone else were here, then it wouldn't be such a toll on her body. Not to mention she was starving, and the cardio Okita gave her just burned through the cookies she had. _I didn't even get to finish them! _

Okita's sharp gasp brought her away from her thoughts. She heard him groan, letting out dry coughs. He sounded like he was in pain―she had no idea how much strength it must've took to keep down the monster side. "You know I didn't plan this." He rasped.

"I had a hunch." She said, caught off guard. She mulled over her thoughts, thinking of something else to say now they had this rare down time. "Why don't you want Dr. Sannan's help?"

"I don't need it." He said flatly.

"You sure look like you do."

"Thanks, Nen."

She could imagine his half smile. "So what happened? Ran out of meds or something?"

He didn't respond for a while and out came a small "Yes".

It was like talking to a brick wall―or a table. "Can't you just go to Dr. Sannan and get more? What's so bad about that?"

"For the record I had enough to last me for the year―I just...I just dropped some of them when I was moving in. Besides," he finished with his usual sass, "asking for help isn't really my thing."

"Well you should! You could hurt yourself or someone else!"

Okita snorted, amused. "Gee, that reminds me of a certain someone―and don't even try to deny it." _Wow. Didn't expect that from him._

Nenna didn't have anything witty to say. He got her. Both of them had their reasons for not asking help, mainly because Nenna was too stubborn and prideful. Maybe the same went for Okita...she wasn't sure, she couldn't fully read him.

"Are we seriously going to be sitting here all night?"

"Well, we're locked in...and busting the window sounds expensive on our end."

"'Our'?"

She arched a brow and looked over the table to see the bastard smirking. His eyes were still red, but the crazed look diminished. His hair still remained a snowy white. "What are you getting at?"

"Nothin." He said, leaning forward. "Now, let me ask a few things." Nenna rolled her eyes and slowly stepped around her barricade, sitting in one of the chairs furthest away from him. "How come _you_ don't ask for help?"

"Hmpf, same as you." She said in mock tone, "Asking for help, 'isn't really my thing'."

He shrugged, smirking. "So then how did you handle yourself for all those years? You were born with this, right?"

"Yeah." She bit her lip. "Mom knew from the start―she didn't tell me what was _wrong_ with me until I was about five. That's when I actually became a danger to myself. Apparently I wasn't strong enough to kill people―you know, an itty bitty possessed kid can only do so much." She stared off. "Mom and I came up with different theories for my abilities. We basically did different kinds of methods every full moon and see if I could control myself. Obviously it didn't work."

He looked at her with heightened interest. He opened his mouth to say something...maybe something intuitive, but this came out: "That must've sucked."

"Yeah, it did. Still does. That's why I don't get you. You have support, people, _things_ to help you with your powers. And you don't take it. Why?"

The air conditioner turned off. Now it was _dead silent._

"I never really got into depth with my past, have I?" He took her silence as a no. "Well, long story short, Kondou took me in when I was a kid. He didn't know what I was at first―but when he found out, he immediately became a sympathizer. That old man did his best in finding treatments, meds to pause or weaken the urges...and I felt kinda shitty about it. He sold his dojo in order to research cures, and his friend Hijikata and Sannan teamed up. Research came to a halt, and so…"

"Kondou started this university." She finished.

"Bingo."

Nenna fiddled with the hem of her shirt. "So you felt like a burden when Kondou tried to help you...so you didn't ask for help when you really needed it." She murmured. Okita lifted his head, giving her a half-smile.

"Gee, way to make it as blunt as possible."

"Sorry! That was supposed to be in a thought bubble…" she flushed.

The boy sitting in front of her took in a long sigh. He closed his eyes with his fingers clenched in a tight ball, almost looking like he was trying to rip out the carpet. He grunted and screwed his eyes shut as the white color from his hair started to fade.

She cringed. "Is...is that healthy?" Obviously she was more than relieved to see that he was slowly turning back.

"Probably not," he breathed. "But I've been going at it for so long...maybe I can train myself to not that crappy medicine." By then the white had receded back into his regular brownish color. She could see the warm color that was gently illuminated by the lights outside. Thank god for windows.

"Do you still want to...drink blood?"

He laughed, coughing in the process. "Is that even a question? Of course. The want is _still_ there, but suppressed. Just like whatever siren urges you have―I don't know how that works for you."

Her fingers gingerly swept her wound, and she felt the dried flakes of blood accumulated on her skin. _At least the bleeding stopped. _"The urges don't come until the full moon, but the water's call gets stronger. Sorry, that must've sounded weird but apparently it's a thing."

Okita shrugged. "So what are you gonna do about that?"

"I don't know. Lock myself in my room? Maybe I can lock myself in another study room," she half joked.

"Just remember you don't have to go it alone. And that's advice for both of us."

She tilted her head at him. "Damn, I never thought you could be this insightful."

Feigning hurt, he put a hand over his heart. "What do you take me for? Some boring guy into kendo? C'mon Nen, you insult me."

Nenna smiled, despite the circumstances. "Dork." Eyes flickered to the door. "Do you think they'll find us?"

"Hope so. Boy wouldn't that suck if they don't? They find two dead bodies in a room―"

"―what the hell? That's a _horrible_ thought!" Reeling her head back, she sighed and closed her eyes.

"Hey, Nen?" She cracked open an eye.

"Hmm?"

"...nevermind."

* * *

><p><strong>HOLY CRAP, almost 5000 words! I'm pretty sure that's a new record! And forgive any grammatical or spelling errors, I did this during many sittings at night and my brain had been dead both times...messy, messy, messy.<strong>

**Annnnnd that's it! SO, thoughts? I don't even know if people are still following this story anymore, oh my god I know it's been a while. Thanks for reading, and I'll be back with another one. **

**-Jen**


End file.
